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(PRICE SIXPENCE. J. 


Convivial Songſter, &c, 


1 0 d n 1 1 
A Sea Song by Mr. Dibdin. 


FIC patter to lubbers and ſwabs d'ye ſee, 


Bout danger and fear, and the like; | 
Atight- water boat and good ſea- room give me, 
And it e*en't to a little I'll ſtrike; 


Tho' the tempeſt top- gallant- maſt ſmack ſmooth 
ſhould ſmite 


And ſhiver each ſplinter of wood 


| Clear the vreck, ſto the yards, and bowſe ev'ry 


thing tight, 
And under rect'd fore-ſail we*llſcud — 
Avaſt ! nor don't think me a mil«-ſop, ſo ſoft, 
To betaken for trifies a-back, 


For they fay there's a Provide nce fits up alo ft. 


To keep watch for the life of Poor | ack. 


p - P : N 
A 2 + a N 0 W 


„ 
Why, 1 heard the good chaplain palaver one 


da 
About ſouls, heaven, mercy, and ſuch ; 
And, my timbers! what lingo he'd coil and belay 
Why, *twas juſt all as one as High Dutch, 


But 1 how a ſparrow can't founder, d'ye 
ee, a 


Without orders that eome down below; 

And many fine things, that prov'd clearly to me 
That Providence takes- us in tow, 
For, ſays he, d'ye mind me, let ſtorms e'er ſo oft 

Take the top-lifts of ſailors a-back, 
There's a COON little Cherub fits perch'd up 
aloft 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


J faid to our Poll (for you ſee ſhe would cry) 
When laſt we weigh'd anchor for ſea, 

* What argufies ſniv'ling and piping your eye? 
Why, what a damn'd ſool you muſt be!“ 

Can't you ſee the world's wide, and there's 

room for us all, 

Both for ſeamen and lubbers aſhore ; 

And if to old Davy I ſhould go, my dear Poll, 
Why, you never will hear of me more : 

What then? all's a hazard, come don't be ſo ſoft, 
Perhaps I may laughing come back; 

For, d'ye ſee, there's a Cherub fits ſmiling aloft 
To keep watch for—the life of Poor Jack. 


D'ye mind me, a ſailor ſhould be every inch 
All one as a piece of the ſhip, 
And with her brave the world, without offering 
to flinch, | 5 
From the moment his anchor's a- trip. 


As 


($3 


As to me, in all weathers, all times, ſides and 
ends, 
Nought's a trouble from duty that fprings— 
My bart ismy Poll's, and my rhino my friends, 
And as to my hte—'tis my King” $! 
E'en when my time comes, ne'er believe me ſo 
ſoft 
As with grief to be taken a- back 
That ſame little cherub that ſits up aloft 
Will look out a good birth for Poor Jack,” 


TayRs1s, or the FATHER of his PEOPLE, 


H ! well may forrow murmur round, 

| See Thyrſis ling'ring, ling'ring lie, 

Each ſhepherd's heart bleeds with the Wound, 
And tears fill every eye. 

He was the friend of all mankind, 
The guardian of the plain; 

His breath was gentler than the wind, 

That fans the ripening grain. 


But ſee his ſad Aurelia ſtan 
Withall her infant cure, 
She beats her breaſts, ſhe wrings her hands, 
And tears her flow ing hair! 
Then haſte, ye virgins, to her aid, 
Say hope is not yet fled, 
And ſee the trebly welcome maid: 
Hygz1a ſhews her head, 
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On yon high hill behold hei ſtand, 
Diffuſing glad neſs round, 

Wan fickneſs flies at her command, 
While grief in chains is bound. 

Now all your inſtruments prepare, 
Aurelia's heart revive, 

Tell to the earth, the ſea, the air, 
Her Thyrſis ſtill ſhall live, 


ALONE by the LicnuT of the Moox. 


. day is departed, and round from the 
cloud, | | 
The moon in her beauty appears, 
The voice of the nightingale warbles around 
The muſic of love in our ears. 
Maria appear ! now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet, 
While the beat of the heart is in tune, 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet, 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


ann ot, when preſent, unfold what I feel, 
I figh—Can a lover do more? 

Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 
Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 

Maria, my love ! do you long for the grove, 
Do you figh for an interview ſoon ; 

Does e*er a kind thought run on meas you rove 
Alone by the light of the moon. 


Your name from the ſhepherds whenever TI 
hear, | 


My boſon is all in a glow ; 
| | Your 


e 


ur 
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Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro' mine 
ear, 
My heart thrills-my eyes overflow. 
Ye pow'rs of the ſky, will your bounty divine 
Indulge a fond lover his boon, 
Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mi ne 
Alone by the light of the moon, 


THE VILLAGE MATDEN.«. 


HEN firſt I ſaw the village maiden, 
Like Cymon motionleſs I ſtood, 
*T'was Iphigenia's ſelf appearing, 
So lovely, beautiful, and good. 
Her cheeks out-bluſh'd the ripening roſe, 
Her ſmiles would baniſh mortal woes, 
So ſweet the village maiden, 


Clarifla's eyes, all eyes attracting, 
Her breath Arabian ſpices feign; 

For her, like ore, would Av'rice wander, 
Adventure all the prize to gain. 

I told my love with many fears, 

Which ſhe return'd with ſpeaking tears, 
Then figh'd the village maiden 


She ſigh'd becauſe ſhe had no riches, 

To make her lady-like and gay; 
Tho? virtue was her only portion, 

I dar'd'to name the wedding day. 
The care of wealth let knaves endure, 
I ſnallbe rich and envied ſure, 

To gain the village maiden, 

| While 


While STREPHoON thus you TEAZE ME. 


WHILE Strephon thus you teaze me, to 
| ſay what won my heart, | | 


It cannot ſure be treaſon, if I the truth impart ; 


It was your generous nature, bold, ſoft, fincere 
and gay, | 


It ſhone in ev'ry feature, and ſtole my heart 


away. f 


"Twas not your fmile, tho' charming, 'twas 


not your eyes, tho' bright, 


"Twas not your bloom tho' warming, nor beauty 


dazzling light; 8 


No, 'twas your gen'rous nature, both ſoft, 


ſincere, and gay, 


It ſhone in ev'ry feature, and ſtole my heart 


away. 


Twas not your dreſs, tho? ſhining, nor 
{tape that won my heart, 


"Twas not your tongue combining, for that 


might pleaſe by art ; 


No, *twas your gen'rous nature, both ſoft, . 


ſincere and gay, 


It ſhone in ev'ry feature, and ſtale my heart: 


away. 


PA RATHER be EXCUS'D. 
Rn from the fair, one eve, 


Acroſs yon verdant plain, 
Young Harry ſaid he'd ſee me home: 
Atight and comely ſwain. 


v4 
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1 
He begg'd I would a fairing take, 
And would not be refus'd ; | 
Then aſk'd a kiſs, I bluſh'd and cry'd, - 
I'd rather be excus'd. 


You're coy, ſaid he, my pretty maid, - 
I mean no harm, I ſwear, 
Long time I have in ſecret ſigh'd 
For you my charming fair; 
But if my tenderneſs offend, 
And if my love's refus'd ; - | 
I'll leave yon; what alone? I cry'd, 
I'd rather be excus' d. 


He preſs'd my hand, and on we walk'd, 
He warmly urg'd his ſuit ; 
But ſtill to all he ſaid I was 
Moſt obſtinately mute. 
At length got home, he angry cry'd 
Mv fondneſs is abus'd, 3 
Then die a maid : indeed, ſays I, 
I'd rather be excus'd, 


I NEVER CAN BELIEVE IT. 


HAT Willy's won my tender heart 


I never will deny, 
Alike he feels love's pleaſing ſmart, 
And heaves the tender figh ; 
The envious laſſes jeering ſay, 
That heart he will deceive it, 
He only courts me to betray ; 
I never can believe it. 


Tae 


( 1 ) 
The other day he brought a pair 
Of tender cooing doves, | 
And ſmiling ſaid, my charming fair, 
Like theſe ſhall be our loves. 
Whate'er he brings, wi” joy I take, 
And kiſs when I receive it, 
His Nancy he cannot forſake, 
I never can beljeve it. 


Sweet ſmiles the happy morn of May 
In all its vernal pride; 

The village then ſhall all be gay, 
When Jam Willy's bride; 

His heart is mine, my heart his too 
With pleaſure will T give it; 

Should others ſay he is untrue, 
I never will believe it. 


IEM or ABERDEEN» 
A favourite Scotch Song, ſuns by Miſs LzaRYy: 


HE tuneful lavrocks chear the grove, 
 Andſveetly ſmells the fummer green; 
ow o'er the mead I love to rove, | 

WY” bonny em of Aberdeen. 
Whene'er we fit beneath the broom, or wander 
o'er the lee IHE CEO 
He's always wooing, wooing, wooing, always 
wooing me. | 


He's freſh and fair as flo vers in May, 
The blitheſt lad of a* the green; 
How ſweet the time will paſs away 


Wi! bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 


Vu 


n 


Wi joy I leave my fathers cot, 


Wi' ilka ſport of glen or green, 
Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lot 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 


"A 


— 
THE LINNET'S NESTs 


A favourite Ballad, compoſea and | Sung G 


CHARLES DIBDIx. 


Linnet's neſt, with anxious care, 
Young Strephon one day found me; 

When inſtantly the plunder'd pair 

With cries came fluttering round me; 


And is it thus, cries I, unkind, 


You'd re iſe compaſſion in me? 
Hence, cruel, hence unleſs you'll find 
Some better way to win me. 


>» 
Alas! if to give pain, cry'd he, 
My love, for you has wrought me; 
I practice but that cruelty | 
You have ſo often taught me: 
If thus the linnet and his mate 
Can raiſe compaſſion in you, 


No more unkindneſs imitate, 


Wit 


But let your Strephon win you. 


This 


_ 


1 
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This ſaid, like light'ning back he flew, 


The moſly neſt reſtoring ; 


The linnet's kept their young in view, | 


No more their loſs deploring ; 
Mean while this act, ſo ſweet, fo kind, 
Had raiſed affection in me; 
Aud Strephon was well pleas'd to find 
The certain way to win me. 


Me Sailor he fears not the Roar of the Sear. 


of HF; Sailor he fears not the roar of the ſeas, 


But with courage all danger ſurmounts: 
O'er his biſcuit andcan, he repoſes at eaſe, 
And with pleaſure each action recounts. 


Contented the ſoldier in dreadful campaign, 


Feels bleſt *midſt the thunder of war: 
Nor enviesthe ſailor whoploughs the deep main, 
Any prize, but the gain of a ſcar, * 


In liberty's caule, may: the battles they ve 


fought 
With freedom and peace be repaid; 


In the terrors of war, may the honours they've _ 


ſought | | 
Gain them laurels that never may fade, 
Wu 775 The 
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T ** WOODLAND LADDIE., 


favourite Scotch Song, ſung by Mrs. Mazry ny 
at Vauxhall. 


yum o'er the land at early dawn 
I raw my Woodland Laddie, 
With bouny 1 he croſs'd the lawn, 
My charming Woodland Laddie; 
Blythe were his looks as ſunny morn, 
More ſweet than fragrant hay; 
No lad that dances on the laun 
Is half ſo blythe and gay: 


| My bonny, bonay, charming Woodland Laddie, - 


My lad ſo blythe and gay, 

With thee I'll range o'er brae and burn. 
The live-long ſummer's day, 

My bonny, bonny Woodland Laddie. 


When he 1s by, time how gay ! 
So ſweet's 25 Woodland Laddfe ; 

Each hour in winter ſeems like May, 
When with my Woodland Laddie; 

At his approach my lambkins play, 
And time glides ſmooth along; 
Sweet does each moment ſteal away 

Whene'er he tunes his ſong. 
My bonny, bonny, e. 


4 


His manners ſoft, and ert his mind, 
I know his worth and nature ; 5, 

To him Þllprove'firicere and kind, 
Nor wrong ſo * a Creature: | 


* 


My 
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My Woodland Lad's the blitheſt ſwain 
That ever pip'd on brae; | 
So ſweet he ſings upon the plain, 
Or on the winding Tay. 
My bonny, bonny, &c. 


— — : — 


"WILLY. FAR Awax. 


Favourite Seng, ſung by Miſs LEARY at Vauxhall, 


V love, the- pride of hill and plain, 
Has now ſet fail and gone to lea ; 


Vet well I know my gentle ſwain 


Will ne'er inconſtant prove to me. 
Where'er I rove, where'er I flray, 
I' think of Willy far away. 


At morn and eve I'll ſound his praiſe, 


And loudly of his beauties ſing; 
For oh! engaging are his ways, 
And ſweet his preſence as the ſpring ! 
Where'er rove, where'er 1 ſtray, 


Fi think of Willy far away. 


Shou'd he return to bleſs my fight, 
I'll hail the lad with hearty glee ; 
And all his tender love requite, 
With truth, with love, and conſtancy. 
In hopes of this, where'er I ſtray, 
I think of Willy far away. 


4 


The 
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The BRAES H YARROW» 
By J. RAN NIE. 


USK ye, buſk ye, my bonie bride; 


And dry your eyes wi” anguiſh ſtreaming; 
For our approach all eyes on Clyde 


Are now wi' expectation beaming : 
There we'll enjoy the merry day— 

(But here your days are dim'd wi' ſorrow) 
— There pals in love the night away, 

And think nae mair on gloomy Yarrow, 


How can I buſk a bonie bride 

Or how can I reſtrain frae weeping— 
When he is toſo'd on ocean wide 

Wha has my waefu' heart in keeping ! 
Ah! lang, lang, maun I view, wi” _ 

The ſtream made bitter w!' my forro.s 
And for his coming lang 1 in vain, 

Look frac the flow? ry Braes of Yarrow. 


Yet leave we till a weeping maid, 

By Yarrow's lonely waves to languiſh ; 
For, ſooner than confent to ved, 

The grave ſhall bury a' my anguiſh ; 
Tho? appreher fions ſhadows el»om 


Bark o'er the night of deep” ning ſorrow, 


Yet, true t6 love, 1 i'll preſs t tomb, 
And him that won my heart on Yaiiowe 


. 
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K AT E. 


A favourite Ballad, ſung ly Miſs Grog 6s. 


s WAS near a ſea- beat rock reclin'd 


The beauteous lovelorn Kate; 
She had no friend to ſooth her mind, 
But mourn'd her hapleſs fate. 


Her only love was out at ſea, 
Far from his native ſhore ; 

In tears ſhe wept her ſorrows free, 
Leſt he return no more, 


Thus ſhe would figh the live-long day, 


For dangers he may prove; 


While ſorrow mark'd her lonely way 
With firm unſhaken love. ; 


Tho? Hope oft bade her cares to ceaſe, 


And check'd the falling tear; 
Vet ah! in vain, the hours of peace 
Appear no longer near. 


So droops the. primroſe in the vale, 
So fades the neu- born roſe, 

When tempeſts and rude winds affail, 
Their ſweets no more diſcloſe, 


Then farewell, Kate, let pity chear, | 
And ſooth thee with addreſs ; 


$0 may each future day appear 


One ſcene of happineſs, CAVEL 


C7 I 
CRUEL PEGGY. 


Sung by Mr. DARLEY. 
No more ſhall Barry fling the bar, 


Or wreſtle on the green, 
Or on the village teſtival 
Proclaim his May-day queen: 
To throw the coit let others learn, 
In vain to pleaſe I try; 
What's all my ruſtic fame and ſkill, 
When ſtill J painful ſigh, 


: | Cruel, cruel Peggy! 
Like yonder once ſweet tender tree 
Ourthriving loves apnear'd, 
To fence it from the ſeaſon's bane, 
Nolabonr has been ſpar'd ; 
But, ſtubborn to the planter's hand, 
There grew no golden fruit; 
The nurfling, choak'd with foreign weeds 
Will periſh at the root, | 
Cruel, cruel Peggy ! 
In infancy our prattling tongues | 
Liſp'd friendihip, joy and love; 
The fabric that affection rais'd, 
Ambition will remove ;— 
EL There muſt be magic ſure in gold, 
To make you prove untrue ; 
No magic can my joys reltore, 
Depriv'd of love and you, 
; Cruel, cruel Pegoy !” 
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THE MAIN CHANCE. 
Sung by Mr. WILSON at Ranelagh. 


Y mother ſhe told me, when I was a boy, 
To beware of deceit I my mind muſt 
employ ; 
That Folly and Vice would my footſteps attend, 
So Wiſdom and Prudence ſhe muſt recommend 
That theſe in life's round would my pleaſure 
inhance. 
And always concluded bit mind the main chance 


I heard her advice, but in truth I muſt ſay, 
It was on her darling, alas! thrown away: 


I join'd in the ſports with the jovial and young, 


And as folly invited, I tun'd up my ſong; 4 

With the wanton and giddy would join in the 
dance | 

And ſome how or other got the main chance. 


But ſoon as reflection came over my mind, 


All the vain things of Folly at once I refign'd : 
The right path of pleaſure determin'd to prove, 
And oo ghten my moments with reaſon and 
ove. | | 
J have gain'd a good wife, which my bliſs does 
enhance, | 
So 1 hope you'll allow have hit the main chant. 


—— — 


MERRY and wISE. 
Sung by Mr. HAx RIS, at Bermondſcy Spa. 
2 be merry and wiſe is a maxim of old, 


But a maxim ſo good can't too often be 
: told; ̃ 


The 1 


T1 10 
Then attend to my ſong, nor my council 
deſpiſe, 
T mean to be merry—but merry and wiſe. 


8 | | | : 
6 Ye bucks, who when toping, ſuch raptures ex- 
: preſs, X 

ed; - | Yet give the next day diſmal proofs of exceſs ; 
d; Avoid all extremes, and mark what I adviſe, 
we | Tis to drink and be merry—but merry and wiſe, 
_ In women, all lovely, is center'd each bliſs, 

— But let Prudence direct you, *twill ſweeten 

each kits; © 
Let not beauty or folly your ſenſes diſguiſe, 
NS» | You may kits and be mei ry—6ut merry ard wiſh, 
the | Then ye topers and rakes who would lead 
happy hves, 
— Avoid all exceſſes, and chooſe modeſt wives; 
While Prudence preſides, it is thus I adviſe, 

d: Love, drink, and be merry—6ut merry and wiſer 
ove, | | 
and eee 
PI SO- IT CAME TO PASS» 

| Sung by Miſs WATSON. 
Nute. 


OUNG Colin often tripp'd the green, 
And paſs'd my grandam's cot, 
A lad more charming ne'er was ſeen, 
O may he be my lot : 
He bow*d one day as he came by, 
And call'd me pretty laſs; 
I thought he caſt a. lover's eye, 
And ſoit came to paſs. 


Lord 


(+20: 


Lord bleſs my heart, what ſhall I do, 
My grandam ſure will chide, 

And yet if Colin loves me true, 
She ſhan'tour hearts divide; 

When next he comes this way again, 
And calls me lovely laſs, 

I'll treat with ſmiles the gentle ſwain, 
If ſoit comes to paſs, 


Love ſtood my friend, he came again, 
And gave a gentle glance; * 
My heart it leap'd twixt joy and pain, 
To ſee the youth advance: 
He kiſs'd and vow'd he'd marry me, 
A poor and ſimple laſs ; . 
And ſure 1 hope no harm *twill be, 
If 10-it comes to pals. 


— — 
— 


A HUNTING $ONG. 
Sung by Mr. HARRIS. 


HE ſportſmen are call'd by the ſweet 


lounding horn, 
While the fox paſſes ſrviftly in view, 
The hounds in full chorus awaken the morn, 
gh over, my boys, let's e 


Thro' woods and thro? groves, over mountain 
and dale, 


_ How charming the paſtime in view, 
Health blooms in each face, from the {ſweet 
breathing gale ; - - 
Vigh over, my boys, let's purſue. 
: Now 


„ 


Now the miſts of the morning begin to give 
way, 
No more ſparkles brightly the dew; | 
Again the horns ſound, come, my boys, no des 
High over, my boys, let's purſue. 


Freſh vigour is gain'd from the toilsof the chacep- 
Which the dull ſons of ſloth never knew ; 

Our ſpirits alike with the paſtime keep pace, 
High over, my boys, let's purſue. 


* 5 r 


* 
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— The PURgUIT, 
A hunting Song, by Mr. Ix LE DON at Vauxhall, 


| ARK ! thro? the vale, each paſling gale 
Returns the jocund ſound, 
The huntſman's cry aſcends the ſky, 
The horn and opening hound, 
ö Away, away, 
5 Make no delay. 


See reynard is in view, 
Let again the horn ſound, 
And echo around, 
The muſical chorus purſue. 
Away, away, &c. 


- 
* * 


_— 
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He turns, he winds, no ſafety finds, 
Let all his cunning tries, 
The thinking wood, the circling flood, _ 


His utmoſt ſkill defies, 
For ſtill they ſay, 


See reynard is in view, 
Let again the horn ſound, - 
And echo around, | 
The muſical chorus purſue, 


——_— .. 


THR LASS OF RICEOND HILL» 


Sung / Mr. IxcLEDON. 


N Richmond hill there lives a laſs, 
More bright than May-day morn ; 
Whoſe charms all other maids ſurpaſs, 
A roſe without a thorn. 
This laſs ſoneat, 
With {ſmiles fo ſweet, 
Has won my right good will; 
I'd crown reſign, - 
'Fo call her mine, 
Sweet laſs of Richmond hill.. 


Ye zephyrs gay, that fan the air, 

And wanton thre? the orove, 
Oh! whiſper to my charming fair, 

I die for her I love. 
: This laſs ſo neat, &c. 


Away, aways 
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How happy will the ſhepherd be, 


Who calls this nymph his own-; 


O may her chgice be, fix'd on me, 


Mine's fix'd on her alone. 
This laſs ſo neat, &c. 


—— 


A HUNTING SONG», 
Sung by Mr. TRgonrsox. 
ARK, bark the ſhrill hi rall proclaims the 


new moi'n, 
The hounds gladly welcome th: day: 


What mortal can Aumber, wile ſounds the 


ſweet horn, 
Mount, mount, my brave hoy:, and away. 
See yonder's Diana, health bicoins in her face, 
She waves you, keep up with her train, 


Shake, ſhake of your tiumbers, and join in the 


chace 
See ſwiftly the ſtag flies the plain. 


The hounds are uncoupied, they've now got 


the ſcent, 
See Charmer leads forward, huzza ! 


Come, follow your goddefs, her bow is well 


bent. 
Mount, mount, my brave boys, and away. 
Come follow your. goddeſs, health blooms in 
in her face. 
She waves you, keep up- with her train; 
Spur, ſpur your fleet courters, how glorious the 
chace. 
See ſwiftly the ſtag flies ahe plain. 
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A New Song, by Mrs. MART YR, ar Fauxhal- 
A I ſat near my cot, which ſweet w 


bines furroung, 


.1 ſung, and my wheel it went merrily round; 


The frolickſome lambkins piay d. over the plain 


Tet I wiſh'd the appearance of Jockey, my 


ſwain. 


Heigh ho! then I cry'd, alas and aday, 


I wiſh that young Jockey was piping this way 


He is coming, I feeq—I will trifle awhile, 
For I can irown ſometimes, —and fometiimes 


can ſmile. 


He came, and he brought me a poſey ſo gay, 


My Phillis, he ſaid, - but I then turn'd away; 


He turn'd when L rurn'd; but I then turn'd 


again, 


0 


Determin d to teaze not a little my ſwain; 
Then he certainly begg'd I'd his paſſion approve 
Pſhaw! nonſenſe, ſaid I—I have vow'd ne'er 


to love; 


Then he knelt, and he prey "6 Fek I trifled | 


awhile, 


For Ican frown ſormetinies,——and Griatibice can 


ſmile. * 


Dear heart, howit tickled my fancy to find 
That jockey he griev'd, that I ſeem'd ſo unkind; 


O Phillis, ſaid he, and O Jockey, ſaid I, 

I laugh'd while the youth was juſt ready to cry, 
Jocks . do you ſob for? O Phillis, he ſaid, 
thought you was always true-hearted to me. 
When 1 found him ſo faithful Icould not beguile, 


801 laid by my frowns' and I gave him a ſmile. 


Ode 
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- ODE TO PEACE. 


Sung by Mr. BURLING. | 
T ＋. nation no longer in battles diſpute, 


The drum beats no more, and the trum- 
ts are mute, 

"The flag of defiance no more is unfurl'd, 

For peace, lovely peace, now makes happy the 
world ; | 

The nymphs and the ſwains now more jocund 
appear, , 

And innocent paſtime makes feſtive the year; 

The bleſſings of plenty around ſhall expand, 

While peace with contentment ſhall walk hand 
in hand, 


Each trophy of conqueſt is hung up on high, 
And the ever- green laurel ſtill blooms to the eye, 
Our heroes return'd, while the olive difplays 
Round the temple of concord moi e elegant pre.iſe; 
Each voice now reſponds to the ſoft breathing 

flute oy 
That the war is no more, and hoſtility's mute 
That the bleffings of plenty around ſhallexpand, 
And p_ with contentment ſhall walk hand 
in hand. | 


Our hearty brave tars who have fought on the 
„ i ; 
To their wives and their ſweethearts return 
home again; | | ; 
The ſoldier who'bravely for honour engag'd, 
Is happy from toil where the battle late rag d; 
hn EA [ | C 1 41 ho 
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Tho? loſt in the ſervice a leg or an arm, 
Am ready in mind for a future alarm; 
For the bleſſings of plenty around thal] expand, 


And peace with contentment ſhall, walk hand 
in hand. | 


* 


BRITISH SEAMAN. 
Sung at the Anacreontic Sodttty, 


Sing the Britiſh ſeaman's praiſe, a theme 
* rengwnd.in ſtory, * 


Ir well deſeryes more poliſh' d lays, O 'tis your 


boaſt and glory, 


When? magebrain war ſpreads geath around, by 


* them you ate protected, 


; But when in peace the nation's found, theſe 


| bulwarks are neglected. 


CHORUS. 
'T nen O protect the hardy tar, be mindful of 


his merit, 


And when again your'r plung'd in war, he'll 


ſhew his daring ſpirit. 


-When thickeſt , darkneſs. covers all, far on the 


tr actleſs ocean, 


When light'nings dart, when thunders roll, and 


all 1s. wild com motion, 
When o'er the bark the white topt waves, with 
boiſterovs ſweep are rolling, 


Vet cooley ſtill the whole he braves, untämt d 


- amidſt the den. 
When 


( 27 ) 
When deep Immer d in ſulph'rous ſmoak; he 
feels a glowing pleaſure, 
He loads his gun, he cracks his joke, elated be- 
yond meaſure, * 
Tho? fore and aft the blood-ſtain'd deck ſhould 
lifeleſs truaks appear, 


Or ſhould the veſſel float a wreck, the ſailor 
knows no fear. 


When long becalm'd on ſouthern brine, where 
{corching beams aſſail him, 
When all the canvas hangs ſupine, and food and 


e water fail him, 
Then oft' he dreams of Britain's ſhore, where 
1 plenty {till is reigning, 
They call the watch, his rapture o'er, he ſighs, 
y but ſcorns complaining. | 
e Or burning on that noxious coaſt, where death 
ſo oft befriends him, | 
. Or pinch'd by hoary Greenland froſt, true 
1 courage ſtill attends him, | 
of -- No clime can this eradicate, he glories in an- 
novance, 
11 He fearleſs braves the ſtorm of fate, and bids 
4 grim death defiance. 
Why ſhould the man who knows no fear, i in 
he peace be e' er neglected: 
Behold him move along the pier, pale, mea re, 
nd! and dejected, eee 5 
th Behold him begging for employ, behold him 
* diſregarded. 
Then view the anguiſh in his eye, and ſay, are 
Yd 8 y 7 Y 
| tars rewarded ? 
1 9 2 To 


89 


Ku, Pipe, p — 


_— . MW 
* 


* — . —— — - 
r — __——— — — — 
8 4 * = 
* . 4 " ap * 2 
#7 Agr — > <9" 
** 


(88-3 

Tothem your deareſt rights you owe, in peace 
then would you ſtarve them ? No 

What ſay ye, Briton's ſons, O no, protect them 
and preſerve them; 

Shield them from poverty and pain, *tis policy 

todo it, 

Or when grim war ſhall come again, O Britons 

ye may ruc it. | 


. 


oo. 


Enjey both your Bottle and Laſs while you can, 
Y Sung by Mr. BURLING. 
NE day as I fat with a blooming young 


laſs, 
In came jolly Bacchus, the roſy-fac'd god, 


He held out his hand, and he gave me a glaſs, 


I toſs d it off quickly, and gave him a nod. 
Says he, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He fat himſelf down, and he called for a tun, 
A tun of good wine, it was ſparkling Cham- 
= paigne oo | 

And ſwore I ſhould drink while the liquor 


wouldrun ; F 
He fill'd it, I drank, and he fill'd it again 
And ſaid, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He 


12 
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He order'd again the ſame as before, 
And 2 ſaid prithee, boy, have t'other 
out — 

Said he, ſon, drink hearty, I've plenty in ſtore, 
Good father, ſaid , 'e' en ſee it out — 
Said he, bravo! bravo! ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


an 


W at Bacchus has taught ſhall ne'er be forgot, 


As long as I've breath to tope off a full glaſs, 


And may roly wine be for ever my lot, 
A hearty good friend, and a blooming young 
laſs— | 
And fince I am certain that life's but a ſpan, 
I'll drink and be merry as long as I can. 


A LAUGHING SONG. 


Sung by Mr. BurLING, at Bermon ſea Spa. 


OMUS, Jjolly god of mirth, 
Dull-ey'd Care now drive away. 
With laughter join us ſons of earth— 
All our wiſh is to be gay; . 
We'll from you good humour draw, 
| He ! he! he! and ha! ha! ha! ! 


Comus will with Bacchus join, 
To improve the happy plan; 
With a bowl of roſy wine, 
Match our dieren then who can; 
We'll from you good humour draw, 
He! ne! he! and ha! ha! ha! 
C 3 Quaffing 
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@uaffing, laughing all the night, 8 


Ev'ry moment io improve; 
What can equal the delight, 
Mirth and friendſhip, wine and love; 
We'll from each good humour draw, 
He! he! he! and ha! ha! ha! 


» k— 
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SHOULD HE THINK OF ANOTHER. 
Sung ,by Miſs Leary, at Fauxhall, 
OUNG ſockey calls mehis delight, 


And woes me night and morning, 
I treat his paſſion ſtill with flight, 
His fondneſs always fcorning; 
Yet love him 1 muſt own I do, 
Tho' I my paſhon fmother, 
And I ſhould die — l own 'tis true, 
Should he think of another. 


Shold he think of another, 

Should he think of another, 

And I ſhould die — I own *tis true, 
Should he think of another. 


A blooming garland, t'other day, 
He brought, 1 own *twas pleaſing ; 
Yet I the preſent threw away, 
And wantonly was teazing. 
Why ſhould I thus torment a ſwain, 
And my own fondneſs ſmother ; 
When I ſhould die with grief and pain, 
Should he think of another. | 


Loy 


„ 


Let prudence be each virgin's guide, 
And reaſon be prevailing; 
Let vanity be ſet afide, 
Coquetry and railing : 
If Jockey offers me his hand, 
No more my love I'll mother ; 
But, wedded, I'll obey command, 
And vow to love no other. 


The following 
S O N G 8 
e Sung in the 
FATTLE „ HEXH AM. 


Sung by Mrs. GoopuarT. Ls 


HE mincing ſtep, the woman's air. 
1 5 The tender ſigh and ſoften'd note, 
Poor Adeline muſt now forſwear, ö 
Nor think upon the petticoat. 


Since love has led me to the field, 
The ſoldier's phraſe Il learn by rote; 
I'll talk of drums, of ſword and ſhield, 
And quite forget my petticoat. 
Lot When 


( 32 ) 
When loud the cannon's roar I hear, 
And trumpets bray with brazen throa-. ; 
With bluſt'ring then I'll hide my fear, 
- Leſt 1 betray my petticoat. 
But ah! how flight the terrorspaſt, 
It heon whoml fondly doat 


Is to my arms reſtor'd at laſt, 


Then give me back my petticoat. 


6— 
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Sung by Mr. Evwix. 


HAT's a valiant hero? 
Beat the drum 

He'll come—row de dow, &Cc., 
Nothing does he fear O! 


Riſks his life, 

While the fife, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 
Row de dow, de dow, 
'Twittle, twittle, twero, 
Havock {plit his ear O! 


Groans abound, ' 
Trumpets ſound ; 
Ran tan, tan ta tero, 
Twittle, twittle, twero, 
Then the ſcars he'll bear O! ? 


Muſquets roar, - * 
Small ſhot pour: 
Rat a tat, too, tero, 


Top, Pop. POP» | Twittle 
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Twittle, twittle, twero, _ 
What brings up therear O! 


In comes death, 
Stops his breath, 
Good-b'ye valiant hero! 
| Twittle, twittle, Rat a tat: 
Pop, pop, pop; Row de dow, &c. &c. 


| Sung by M1. EDwi1N.- 
T* an old quiet pariſh,” on a brown healthy 


old moor, | 
Stands my maſter's old gate, whoſe whole 
threſhold is wore, 
With many an old friend, who for liquor would 
roar, 
And I uncork'd the old ſherry that I taſted 
before ; 
| But it was in moderation, &c. 


There I had an old quiet pantry, of the ſer- 
vants was the head 
And kept the key of the old cellar, and old 
plate, and chipp'd the brown bread : 
If an on old barrel was miſling, it was eaſily 
aid, | ; 
That the very old beer was one morning found 
dead ; 8 
But this was in moderation, &c. 
ö But 
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But we had a good old cuſtom, when the week 
b did begin, 
To ſhew by my accounts, I had not waſted a 
in; 
For my Lord, tho“ he was bountiful, thought 
| waſte was a fin, 
And never would lay out much,-but when my” 
lady lay- in: ; 
$ But ſtill it was in moderation, &c. 


Good lack! good lack! how once dame Fortune 
did frown ! | | | 
F left my old quiet'pantry to trudge from town 
totown3', _ 
Worn off my legs in ſearch of thumps, bobs, and 
i cracks on the crowẽn; 
I was fairly knock'd up, and very near fouly 
| knock'd down. 
Alteration! O] it avas a wwonderfud alteration £ 


Sung By Mr. BANNISTER, 


WW HEN we ſtout free-booters prowl, 
. Striking terror and diſmay 

In the poor benighted ſoul, 
Wand'ring from his weary way; 

*Tis when night her mantle throws 
O'er the foremoſt dark and deep, 

When the harraſs'd mind its woes 

Lulls in ſoft and balmy ſleep. 


Co a 


ine 


We. ſteal in filence thro? the wood, 


Poiĩſe the 7 ord, and ſtretch the bow, 


- Cleave the coward comrades head 


A .3$ *} 


It our plunder prove but good, 


To our cavern under ground, 


And in wine remorſe is drown'd. 


Thus we flout free-booter:, & 


? 
f 
j 


We are ſpirits tall and true ; 

We a life 1 hardſhip know 
Gentle peace we re not for you, 

Stand's the word -e ne'er have fled 
Never ſhall while we have breath ; 


w — — — — 


— — 


Who trembles at the name of death; 
Why ſhould mortals fear to fall? 
Why from riſque and danger fly, 
When we know the end of all, 
In peace, or peril is to die? 
Then let tout 850 ee-bocters Ec. 
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«Surg by Mr. Moss. 
Y. tight fellow ſoldiers, prepare for your 


foes, 

irn away for the cauſe of the jolly red roſe; 
Never flinch while you live, thould you meet 

with your death, 
There's no fear that you'll run, you'll be quite 

out of breath : 

Then be true to your colours the Lancafters choſe, 
Aud the laurei entwine with the jolly red roſe. 
Then be true, &c. 


He 
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Me why” * for honour the drum and the 
May * have the luck to get honour for 
And he who for money makes fighting his 
Let 1 face the foe, he'll be handſomely 


paid. 
Then be true, Ec. 


The fight fairly done, my brave boys of the 
blade, 
How we'll talk o'er our cups of the havock 
we've made! 
How we'll talk if we once kill a captain or two, 
Of a hundred more fellows that nobody knew! 
Then my tight fellow joldiers prepare for your foes, 
Andilie laurel entwine with the folly red. roſes | 


Grand Chorus of Soldier Dr. ARNOLD, 


Strike! the god of conqueſt ſheds 
His choizeſt laurels on our heads; 
Mars with fury dafting eye, 
Smooths his-brow and ſtalks before us, 
Leading our triumphant chorus 
Hand in hand with victory: 
And hark the thun'dring drum and fife's ſhrill 
tone, 
Wich brazen trumpet's clang, proclaim the day 
our own. 


Pin CATCH 


( 97 ) | | 
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-CATCH, by Dr. Ax NE. | 


5 URK o'er the green-ſword, 
Mum let us be ; 
Lurk and mum's the word 
For you and me : 
Thro' the brake, through the wood, prowl, 
Co rowl around; 
We watch the footſtep, with ears to the ground. 


he | Ears to the ground, 
> | 
YO, 
wa Sing by Mr. 
| uns by Mr. PALMER. f 
9441 
O arms, to arms! when captains cry, 
With a heigho ! the trumpets blow 
'To legs, to legs, brave boys, ſays I, 
bs | eigho! 


I needs muſt go. 


Arrows ſwift begin to fly, 
With a heigho ! twang goes the bow! 
Andſoldiers tumble down and die, 
Heigho ! 
T'il not do ſo. 


mrill 
Whizzing by"go balls of lead, 
day With a heigho ! thump they go—e 
Tall men grow ſhorter by the head: 
Heigho ! 
TCH I'd rather grow. 


D . BAD 


When the golden ſun appears 


( $8.) 


In time of trouble I'm away, 
With a heigho !-—il! winds blow, 


But always ready at pay day, 


Heigho ! 


Great folks do ſo. 


La 


SONG end CHORUS off Fillager:. 
Firft Village. Miſs GEORGE, 


Rifted ſnow no more 1s ſeen, 
Bluſt'ring winter paſſes by; 
Merry ſpring comes clad in green, 
While woodlarks pour their melody 
. T hear him art! | 
The merry lark 
Calls us to the ncnu-moaun hay, 


| Pijing to our roundelay. 


Second Villager=—Mrs, IL1Fr. 


hy 


On the mountains ſurly brow, 
When his jolly beams he rears, 
Darting joy, behold them now, 
Then, then,—oh hark ! ; 
T he merry lark 


Calli us to the new-mown hay, — 


. Piping to our rokndelays 


(7 
Third Village. Mrs. BANNISTER. 


When the village- boy to field 
Tramps it with the buxom laſs, 
Fain ſhe wonld not ſeem to yield, 
Yet gets her tumbled on the graſs ; 
Then, then==0h, hark ! 
The merry lark, 
Vile they tumble in the hay, 
Pipes alone his roundelay. 


Fourth Village: Mr. CHAPMAN. 


What are honours ! what's a court! 
Calm content is worth them all; 
"Our honour lies in cudgel ſport; 
! Our brighteſt court a greenſwerd ball, 
But then—0h Har. | 
The merry lark «+ 
Calls us to the new-mown hav, 


Piping to our roundelay. 


nn. — 


0 Chorus of / illagers 35 Dr. ARNOLD. 


| E A-girt England-——fertile land, 

3 x > Plency from her richeſt ſtores, 

Ever wich benignant hand | 

5 Her treaſure on your boſom pours, 
England to yourſelf be true; 

| When your realm is truly oleſt, 

4 *Tis when a monarch's love for you 

1s by your loyalty confeſt, 

D 2 The 
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The KIND are YOUNG ard FAIR, 


Sung by Mr. IncLEDoN, at Vauxhall. 


O beauty born a willing ſlave, 
A merry happy man, 
] flight the nymph 1 cannot have, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
I flight the nymph I cannot have, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 


This conſtant maxim ſtill T hold, 
To baffle all deſpair, 
The froward ugly are and old, 
The kind are young and fair. 
The froward ugly are and old, the kind are 
young and fair, 
The kind are young and fair. 


The women would no more perplex, 
Were men reſolv'd and free; 
Soft ſmiles become the charming ſex, 
No pouting miis for me. 
This conſtant maxim, Ec. 


In wedlack's bands, if e'er I join, 
Good humour be my guide, 
Let dimpled ſmiles and love be mine, 
I laugh at female pride. | 
This conſtant maxim, &c. 


Ca) 


The CALL of HONOUR» 


Sung 2 Mr. Lows, at the Royal Circus, 
OME, my boys, 'tis the King that calls 


you to ſerve him ; 
"Tis Britain's great monarch, ye powers pre- 
ſerve him! 
What ſay you, my lads, ſhall it be the ſtory, 
That Britonsrefus'd to ſeek honour and glory ? 
Away the baſe thought—it is glory that fires us, 


And honour and conqueſt that Wien to jnſpire 
us! | 2 


CHORUS. 


May the King live for ever, our Sovereign and Ma 5 
And Heaven protect him from ewry diſaſter ! 


Let Briton with Briton hold firm and united, 

And the rights of Old England ſhall never be 
lighted ; 

Not a foe but ſhall tremble to bid usdefiance, 

If the ſubjects of GeorGe are but true in 
alliance; 

Then come, my brave lads, it is lacy i invites you, 

George the Third that commands, and his 
cauſe maſt delight you: 


May the Kang live for ever, our So” reign and e. f 
And, Heaven protect him from ev / dilalter ! 


( 40 ) 
The X1ND are YOUNG aid FAIR. 


Sung by Mr. IX ILE DOx, at Yauxhall. 


O beauty born a willing flave, 
A merry happy man, 
] flight the nymph J cannot have, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
And doat on thoſe I can, 
I ſlight the nymph I cannot have, 
And doat on thoſe I can. 


This conſtant maxim ſtill J hold, 
To baffle all deſpair, 
The froward ugly are and old, 
The kind are young and fair. 
The froward ugly are and old, the kind are 
young and fair, 


The kind are young and fair. 


The women would no more perplex, 
Were men reſolv'd and free; 
Soft ſmiles become the charming ſex, 
No pouting miis for me. 
This conſtant maxim, &c. 


In wedlock's bands, if e'er J join, 
Good humour be my guide, 

Let dimpled ſmiles and love be mine, 
I laugh at female pride. 

This conſtant maxim, &c. 


(- 41 ) 


The CALL of HONOUR». 


Surg by Mr. Lows, at the Royal Circus. 
OME, my boys, tis the King that calls 


you to ſerve him; 
is Britain's great monarch, ye powers pre- 
ſerve him! | 
What ſay you, my lads, ſhall it be the ſtory, 
That Britons refus'd to ſeek honour and glory? 
Away the baſe thought—it is glory that fires us, 
And honour and conqueſt that deign to inſpire 
us! 


CHORUS. 


May the King live for ever, our Soveretgn and Vafters - 


And Heaven protect him from ery diſaſter ! 


Let Briton with Briton hold firm and united, 


And the rights of Old England ſhall never he 


{1ghted ; 

Not a foe but ſhall tremble to bid usdefiance, 

If the ſubjets of GEORGE are but true in 
alliance ; | 

Then come, my brave lads, itisglory invites you, 

George the Third that commands, and his 
cauſe muſt delight you. 


May the King live for ever, orr Sow reign and Mnſeer, . 


An Heaven protect him from ev iy dilalter ! 
| D Z + T oe 


. 
The Diſconſelate Sails; Return, 


Sung by Mr. D&zLEY, at Vauxhall. 


23 is more I'm 1eturn'd to my own native 
ſhore, 
Which I left when dejected, ſo heartleſs and 
| rr 
Each face logk'd indignant and ſhy, 
Each face Pok'd indignant and fhy; 
I ſought for eber on the perilous main, | 
And fortune ſhe cheer'd my poor heart onee 
a ain, 5 85 
When 1 bray'd the caprice of the ſky, 
When I brav'd the caprice of the ſky, 


Tho? death ſeem'd impatiently waiting around, 

With ſharp pointed lightning and thunder pro— 
found, | 

Or roar'd in the turbulent wind ; 

When a calm has return'd, I've faid to each 

4555 mate, | | 

Tho? heaven has frown'd, there's nothing I hate 

So much as the frowns of mankind. 


I hal not forgot how my heart was oppreſs'd, 
Aud ſcorn'd e'en by thoſe whom I'd often ca- 
reſs'd, | 
And parted my penny ſo free; 
Putiftever dame Fortune ſhould leave me again, 
No more ſhall ingratitude give me a pain, 
1 teck tor rejource on the ſea, 


tive 


and 


nee 


( 43 ) 


A NEW $ONG, 


Sung by Mrs. Crovcn, ſinging to the Hard. 


HEN Czl1a touch'd the ſounding wire, 
The ſweet vibration echo'd round, 
And heavenly tranſports did inſpire, 
As thus her voice was heard to ſound, 


Muſic has charms to calm the breaft, 
And every anxious thought remove; 
The warring paſſions lull to reſt, 
Or wake the ſoul to joy and love. 


Mufic can wake the ſoul to arms! 
When foes embattle on the plain; 
Bid glory {pread her radiant chai ms, 


And tear and danger threat in vain. 


Sweet ſounds the pipe in rural vale, 

At eve, when nymphs and ſhepherd's meet, 
And Echo, with tne pailing gale, 

Does the ſweet melody repeat. 


Mufic can make the dulleſt gay, 
And every heart-ftelt care controul, 
Sweep all the cares of life away; 
And wake to ecſtaſy the ſoul. 


Thus to the harp divine ſhe ſung, 
While pleas'd attention waited near, 

The gentle accents from her tongue. 
Delighted every liſt'nipg ear. 


I'n 


— — — — — — 
8 


* _ 3 * 


( 44 ) 
PII not be confin'd like a Bird in a Cage. 


Yung by Mrs. Martyn, at Vauxhall, 


rime, | 
To hear .a ſoft tale, can be ſurely no crime, 


* vet in my youth, and my beauty in 
P 


Tho' my mother and aunt will continually 


peach, | 
And leſions of this, that, and t'other will teach; 
Their _ may no doubt be both learned and 
age, | 
Yet I'll not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 
Like a bird iu a cage, 
Like a bird in a cage, 
Like a bird in a cage, | 
Yet I'll not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 


The goldfinch and linnet their plumage diſplay, 


Ho ſweet ſound their notes as they perch on 


the ſpray ; 
*Tis liberty gives all the joy to the ſong, 
And nature and fancy the notes ſtill prolong ; 
Like them I with freedom will ever engage, 
For L' not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 


If love ſhould invite me to favour ſome youth, 

Whoſe eves beam with tranſport, with honour 
and truth; 

To his u iſlies tis poſſible I may comply, 

For my heart is too tender ſuch worth to deny; 

Vet if with love and with Hymen engage, 

Ill not be confin'd like a bird in a cage. 


. 


( 45 ) 
A NEW SON ©. 
Sung by Mrs. Crovcn. 


Onder not if thus I'm mute, 
Nor think it is a vain pretence, 
Bubbling mirth with joy may ſuit, 
But to grief 1t gives offence, 


Spring th' enraptur'd plains adorning, 
Wakesthe jocund voice of love, 

With the wint”ry blaſts returning, 
Silence reigns throughout the groves 


Joy and Damon are but one, 
Allis grief if he depart ; 

Tis the abſence of the ſun, 
»Tis the winter of the heart. 


_ 


BRITISH LOYALTY, 


Or a Squeeze for St PAU L's. 
Written by GE ON GE COLMAN, E. Jun. 


And firſt deliver d by Young BANNISTER, 


AN any tell—(fince Adam's time I mean): 
How many different Squeezes there have 
been ; 
Faith no ſmall number Il nay this very night, 
Thanks to my friends, I've ſqueez'd you pretty 
tight : 
Above, 3 in front, and round the border, 
All cloſe—all quiet too and yet ao e. 


Time 


— — — — 
joe EEE 
—_—  — 
En nn 


Wen en — k at” oo ̃B— — * * 
* 


E 


Time was, our ſickly taſte too far refining, 


Old Engliſh crouds and ſqueezes were declining? 


«© Curſe mobs! (exclaims my lord) no, prithee, 
no - 


Don't go to vulgar ſights—Cries madam, go! 


I would as ſoun be ſeen at Lord Mayor's ſhow.““ 


But now, thank heaven, one glorious great 
occaſion, 

One happy cauſe of loyal emulation, 

Has levell'd taſte, and crowded all the nation. 

*T was Nature drew the ſcene, chaſte, ſtrong, 
and glowing, 

London, her Theatre, was overflowing : 

The Streets one Pit of joyous ſhining faces, 

The belle and beau took low-iront window 
places ; 

The fair in diſhabille, and booted 'ſquire 

Grinn'd, as you ſee 'em non, a itory higher; 

(2d Gallery.) 


While the hoarſe deep-mouth'd cannon thun- 
dering loud, 
Juſt like my honeſt friends there, ſtupn'd the 
crowd, | 
(Upper Gallery,) 


Such ſqueezing, joſtling—here- ſome ſtand— 
ſome fit, . 

All anxious—for—'twas England's benefit. 

O may that day on record ſtand, and age 

In future times delighted, turn the page! 

The April-morn, chaſing the dreary hours 

Of gloomy winter, ſmil'd, yet'fanild in ſnow'rs. 


— 
I 
4 
a 


. 


Thus did the heart in ev'ry eye appear, 
While rapture beam'd, Affection drop'd a tear; 


Vet ſome, whoſe manners no leſs love confeſs'd, 


In rough, unpoliſh'd tones their 10y expreſs'd. 


Och blood an Oons (cries Pat) and ſer ach ;d 
his head, 

My heart's as light as any featherbed ; 

This day that rain as hard as it can pour, 

Is n't an exceeding fine one to be ſure— 

Long life O batheration joy—Huzza ! 

Don't you be after ſtopping up the way ; 

I'll ſhut your day-lights up if yon re fo nimble, 

And then, my jew'l, you'll look, t this, and 


trimble. 
( bis fi 
Good luck to him there he goes by my 
ſhalvation * 
J love him—mind.my toes—and ſo does all our 
nation. 


The Iriſhman that don't get on the bench 


man 
His father, fait, and mother was a Frenchman.““ 


1 Got pleſs the Royal Family —O, ſplutter 

Hur will ſee noble fights here fr om the gutter ; 

But look you now, ſuch mops and crouds as 
theſe 

Will toaſt her potty like a piece ol Cerze, 

Hur s travelled up on purpolc from Llantelly— | 

Got” 2 and nails your elpow's in my 

ell wot 

Hur” hart of Harry Monmonth, never fince 

Mur country new ſo great a King and 71 7 

© 


( 48 ) 


cc Who ifh't has got his knockles in my throat 


Let go my. collar, Peopl:ſh ! pray take note, 
Fil proſecute—the villanſh'as tore my coat: 
I'm a loyal Ifraelite—to fee f 


"This ſight I riſks my life, but not my property 


C4 Hoot, hoot, man, dinna make a din and riot, 


Tack your auld cloak about you, and ſtand 
quiet : 


Deel damn your Jouſy plaid, friend lean fra 


me, 
A Scotſman—What is Ge-ne-ro-ſi-ty. 
For fince ſae happy tidings ha gane forth, 
Gude faith *thas warm'd aw boloms thro' the 
North.” 


* Warm'd you (exclaims'a fine old ſoul) warm'd 


vom, 
Whyi haswarm'd me, friend, I am ninety-two; 
Pray now make room—I'm old and weak, but TI 
Would needs crawl] out to ſee my king come by, 
And then I'll totter home content and die!“ 


ECheerly, old boy, criesheart of oak, that'srights 


_ Keep it up, merry heart, —we*ll all drink, fight, 


' Puſh, joſtle, ſqueeze our ſouls out—any thing, 
In honour of our good and gracious King. 


Roar au ay, meſſmates, ſtrike up now or never. 


Long live the King, may the King live for 


„ever!“ 


Tye 


” \ 


: (49 ) 


Suns by Mr. BLANCHARD in Perſeverance, 67 


the Third Times the Beſt. 


HIS, this is the liquor of life, 
I vow 'tis the beſt of all cures 
For paſſion, or ſickneſs, or ſtrife; 
| So here is your health, Sir—and yours. 


Who leave ſuch good liquor behind, 
| Are ſurely a parcel of boors 
But I am more gaily inclin'd ; 
So here is your health, Sir—and yours. 


Such fellows, by all that is bad, 

Deſerve to be turn'dout of doors; 
But I am an honeſter lad, 

here! is your health, Sir and yours. 


wy 


—— 


Suns by Mrs. Mou NTAIN in the fame, 


H! ne*er, for all the glitt *ring gold 
F Of ever-fam'd Peru, 
Shall poor Eliza's hand be ſold 
To love that is nat true. 


The ſplendor of a purpled throne 
Can yield no peace of mind; 
Such balmy happineſs alone 
In mutual love we find, 


E 8 ung 


Cid — OO Cu EI 
* 


| Sung oy Mrs. MarTYR #» the new Pantonime of 


ALAVDIN, or the I nderful Lamp. 


HOSE treatures, Aladin, behold ! 
I hoſe ſilver ſtreams from fount of gold, 

J hat play in aromatic ſhowers, TE 

With. iweets refreſhing ſweeteſt bow'rs : 

Yon lucid gems that hang thoſe glitt'ring walls, 
The amber pillar on its cryſtal} baſe, | 
The ruby goblet, adamantine vaſe, 

And all the dazzling ſplendour of theſe halls, 
Flo? brighter than thte beaming ſtar, 

A virtuous act is brighter far, 


—— .. ——— — 


Fung by Mr. DaRLE Y in the ſame. 


UR trade to work in clay began, 
Ere the firſt man was made; 
For out of clay was made this man, 
And thus began our trade. 
Then, friends, put round the foaming mug, 
And take it with good will 
Since man is but an earthen jug, 


This jug then let-us fill. 


2 And how can he, ye wife ones, prays 
Return to duſt who wets not clay. 


In this the jemmy Cheapſide Buck 
May take his orange ſhrub; 
Or Fleet-ſtreet Miſs, at Dog and Duck, 
May quaff her jyllabub: 


Or 


ng, 
And with thy my happy manſions ting 
E 2 


281) 

Or jovial Jack, that jolly dog, 
May treat his roſy wench ; 

And over this, when fill'd wirh grog, 
Sing how he bang'd the French. 


And how can he, &c, 


See here a noble chriſt'ning bowl, 
but fill it to the brim; 
So large, the baby, (pretty ſoul) 
May like yonng Indian ſwim : 
The Covent-Garden ſwell, at fps! 8 
In this may take his go 
For Aſhley's Punch- houſe, here are Cups— 
Pro bono Publico ! 


And how can he, c. 


And why abroad our money fling, 
To pleaſe our fickle fair ? 
No more from China, china bring, 
Here's Engliſh china ware! 
Then, friends, put round the foaming mug ! 
And take it with good will.; 
Since man is but an earthen jug, 
This jug, then, let us fill ! 


And how can he, &. 


a — 


Sung by Mrs. MAR TVR, inthe ſame. 


Ofteſs the lamp, as proof of my regard, 
Thy deeds of good, receive this lov'd reward: 


Bright virtue's triumph, nymphs and ſhepherds 
ſin | 


The 


[ 
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The EFFUSIONS V LOYALTY, 


Performed the 19th of May, at Vauxhall. 


Song Mr. DazLiEy. 


IINCE the glad revolving year, 
x) Deck'd with ſmiles invites you here, 
Hionour'd friends who round us thiong, 


'Dceign to greet our royal ſong. 


Mr. IncLEbon. 


Oft beneath this happy grove, 

You've hear me ſing the tale of love; | 5 
Oft have choſe to cheer the night, 

Pict' ing ſcenes of feign'd delight, 

Never could the mule *till now, 

Such unbounded blifs beſtow ; 

Fiction we no more employ, 

Rapture ſprings from real joy, 


Song and Chorus — Mr. DaRLEx, then others. 


For the nations ſcepter'd lord, = 
For our monarch's health reſtor'd, 
Grateful ardour ſwells each voice 

Britons, one and all rejoice ! 

All with zeal united, fing, 

Bleſs the parent! fave the King 


Go./ ſave the Ring! 
ae 


- 


1 
A. Miſs Ltazy. 


The fair wedded dame, who for many fond 
ears 
Has har'd the ſoft joys that affection endeats ! 
Behold the lov'd conſort reſtor'd to new life, 
And feeds with the mother, the queen, and the Fl 
wife. '\ 
Song — Mr. DarLEY. | 
The hardy tar, 25 2 
Whom peace or war, F 
Nor ſmile nor tear could bring : ©] 
Turning his quid, A 
With moiſten'd lid, _ | 
Bewails his ſuff*ring king! So * 


Freed from his pains, | 
Phe bowl he drains, | x 
And in the heart's beſt glee, 
Turning his Sue, 
Cries, ** Would not you, 
« Thus quaff, my girl, for me.“ 


Chorus repeated, changing the Words at under. 


Live the huſband, live the King ! 
Long live the King! 


Song Miſs Pools. 


Each laſs on the green, {| 
In the bloom of ſixteen, | {| 

When love ſeems the monarch alone ; 
Rejects the fond kiſs, | ; 

And ſuſpends ev ry bliſs, 71 

To weep for the woes of the throne. 

N | E 3 When 


( 54 ) 
When health, with new charms, 
Stills the royal alarms, 
1 The inſtant their joys are made known, 
* Their domeſtics content, 
Such examples preſent, 
That ſhe wiſtfully looks t'wards her own 


= 


* 


* 

N — 8 9 N * N 
1 A a , 
. : 


Mr. IxcLEDon. 


Song 


See, the veteran heir to glory 
Poor in purſe, tho' rich in fears, 
Counting many a diſmal ſtory— 
Stopp'd amidſt his round of wars —— 


When he hears his king's diſaſter, 
__ Vaniſh wounds and cares for pelf; 
The tear that trickles for his maſter, 
Checks what ſtarted for himſelf. ? 
Soon as he finds him reinſtated, 
Tho? halt, and.doom'd thro? life to beg, 
Still with his Sov'reign's weal elated, 
He hails him on his ſingle leg. 


Song —Mrs. Mar1yYR., « 


Now then, let's be joyous, 

; Nought but mirth employ us, 

Every rank, andevery ſtation, 

Join in general gratulation; 
Lads and laſſes 

3 | Chink your glaſſes 

Let the chearful toaſt go round; 

Care, avay— 

| All be gay— 

1 Give this night 

1 XX To ſweet delight, 

Not one aching heart be foune, 


Pamon 


1 
( 
1 
I 


( $5 ) 


Damon ſhall his tale renew, 

Chloe will be kinder to ; 

Rigour ſhal! relax his brow, 

Friendſhip with freſh ardour glow ; 
All whoſe friends now near them ſtand, 
Take and ſhake them by the hand; 
So ſhall every fair approve, | 
And loyalty ſhall lead to love. | 


Chorus repeated, 


— 


1 KEN HE Loo's MP WEEI. 


Sung by Mrs. MarTyYR, K 
ESIDE the burne, the other day, _ 3 | 


I tun'd my ſimple ſang, kt 
Young Jockey, tripping, came that way, 1 
And play'd his pipe alang : 
Upon the bank he took his ſeat | . 
And fain a kiſs would ſteal; : E| 
I roſe, and quickly did retreat 1 
Yet ken he loo's me weel. | 


Dear Peggy, then the loon, he cry'd, 
Do not my ſuit diſdain ; 

Or treat wi' ſcornful airs and pride, 
An honeſt-hearted ſwain ; 

I've ewes and lambs that graze the mead, 
To truth I can appeal ; 

They ſhall be yours, ſweet laſs, inde ed, 
If you will loo me weel. 


The | 


LE 


( 56 ) 


The ſhepherd look'd and talk'd fac neat, 
Gude faith he won my heart ; 
For pit-5-93t I felt it beat, 
| To frown [ had na art. 
Meſs lohn the happy knot has ty'd, 
Content is mine, I feel; 
There canna bea happier br ide, 
Becauſe he loo's me weel. 


The Union of Baccivs and VENUS, 


Sung by Mr. DarLEY. 


Ma vot'ry of Bacchus, his Godfhip adore, 
And love at his ſhrine gay libations to pour; 
And Venus, bleſt Venus, my boſom infpires, 


a 


For ſhe 1izhts in our ſouls the moſt ſacred of fires, * 


Yet to neither I ſwear ſole allegiance to hold; 

My bottle and laſs I by turns mult enfold ; 

For the ſweeteſt of unions that mortals can 
rove, 

Is of Bacchus, gay God, and the Goddeſs of 


love. 


When fill'd to the fair the briſk bumper I hold, 

Can the miſer furvey with ſuch pleaſure his 
gold? 

The amproſia of Gods no ſuch reliſh can boaſt, 

If good port fill your OY and fair Kitty 5 
the toaſt; 


And 


— 


wo 


. 


And the eharms of your girl more angelic will 

be | 

If her ſopha's encircled with wreaths from his 
tree ; | 

| For the ſweeteſt of unions, &c. 


All partial diſtinctions I hate from my ſoul, _ 
O give me my fair one, and give me my. bowl; 
Blifs reflected from either will ſend to my heart 
Ten thouſand ſweet joys which they can't have 
apart, | | 
Go try it, ye ſmiling and gay-looking throng, 

And your hearts ſhall in unifon beat to my ſong. 
That the ſweeteſt of unions, &e. 


— 


MY LITTLE FLUTT'RING HEART. 


Sung by Miſs Pool. 


8 flights will Fancy bring 
While of Celadon I ſing; 
Will ſhe teach to tell the grace, 
Will ſhe draw his manly face, 
Will ſhe lend the enliv'ning aid, 
By which his form might be pourtray'd, 
To paint the ſwain whoſe charms can move 
My little flatt*ring heart to love. 


Will ſhe aid to tell his tenſe, 
Or to ſpeak hiseloquence ;- 
*Tis too great a. female taſl, 
More than 1*!l.of Fancy aſk ; 


Ang 


Cs 


And his repartee and wit, 

All her fallies ne'er could hit; | 
Such is the ſwain, whoſe pow'r can move 
My little flutt'ring heart to love. 


ln —— — 


The $ABLE CLAD CURTAIN'S UN URAWN. 


Sung by Mr. -INcLEDON. 


T* HE ſable clad curtain's undrawn, 
The lark ſweetly carrols on high; 
Quickly opens the eyes of the morn 
See the ſun beams are gilding the (ky ; 
The huntſman he throws off the hounds, 
The horns wind a tedious delay, 
And the heart of each ſportſman elated rebounds 
Expecting the ſummons for hark, hark, away. - 


| Hark, a burſt gives the ſignal for chace, 
' Thro* woodlands we daſhing purſue ;_ 
| While the fox, fleet as wind, mends his pace, 
Till the huntſman proclaims him in view : 
| Now his ſtrength and his cunning's amort, 
| See the dogs ſeize, in triumph, their prey, 
While the death of the game gives freſh joy te 
| the ſport, 
The echoes re-echo with hark, hark, away. - 


Now for Liberty-Hall we repair, 
Io repleniſh the joys of the field; 
Where good-humour combines with the fair, 
And the wife ſmiles obedience to yield. 


While 


'( :59 *) 


While the bottle and bowl do unite, 

To vie with the ſports of the day, 
Let bumpers go round to the ſportſman's delight 
Aud all join the chorus of hark, hark, a ay. 


An ADIEU to the ROCKS of LAN NOW. 


Sung by Mr. HARRISON. 


From the rocks that are Jail'd by their tile ; 
om the maid, whote cold boſom, relentleſs as 
they, 
Has wreck'd my warm hopes by her pride. 
Vet lonely and rade as the icene, 
Her ſmile to that ſcene could 1:npart ; 
A charm, that might rival the bloom of the vale, 
But av ay, thau fond dream of my heart. 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu. 


, Prim thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, I flv ; 
r 


Nou the blaſts of the winter come on, 
And the waters grow dark as they riſe; 
Vet tis well they reſemble the ſullen diſdain 
of That has lower'd thoſe heart-piercing eyes. 
Sincere were the ſighs it expreſs'd, 
But they role in the days that are flown.; 
Ah nymph, unrelenting and cold as thou arty 
My fpirit is proud as thy own. 
Io thy rocks, icormy Lannow, adieu. 


* | : L 05 
E 
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Lo, the wings of the ſea-ſowl are ſpread, 
Lo eſcape the rough ſtorm by their flight, 
And theſe caves will afford them a gloomy 
retreat, 
From the winds and the billows of night. 
| Like them to the home of my youth, 
Like them to its ſhades I retire ; 
Receive me, and ſhield my child ſpirit, \ ve groves, 
From the ſtorms of inſulted defire. 
To thy rocks, ſtormy Lannow, adieu. 


INDEED *r1S MUCH TOO: soo. 


| | | SHUT by Mrs. Mar 1 YR, 
! 
| 


T gay lixteen, my lovers came 7 
| | With flatt'ring tongues and hearts ig 
8 b flame, 
As thick as flow'rs in June; 
» But of a little beauty vain, 
Llaugh'd, and told each dying ſwain, 
Indeed *twas much too ſoon. 


V ear after year in {corn went by, 
| Rejecting ev'ry am'rous ſigh, 
"8 I kept the ſame old tune ; 
118 Go, ſhepherds, with diſdain I cry'd, ” 
- *Tis time enough to be a bride, 
Indeed 'tis much too ſoon, 


8 At twenty-five, full time to wed, 
. My lovers nearly all were fled, 
f I alter'd then my tune: 
ns Shepherd, ſaid I, I ve chang'd my mind, 
| I've thought the matter o'er, and ind, 
1 cannot wed too ſoon. 


Sung 


( 6 ) 


: Sung by Mr. DaxLYy im Maniay. 


a OW bleſt our condition, how jocund our 
day, a 
Ye 1 can our pleaſures be told; 
To range, in ſweet order, the rows of new hay, 
s, To lead the ſtray'd lambkin to the fold; 
Too fetch up the kine for the maiden we love, 
u. And guard her from noon's burning beam; 
To guard her dear ſteps, when ſhe leads thre? 
| the grove | 
The heifer, which pants for the ſtream. 


To carry her pail when the milk it o'erflows, 
To wait while ſhe reſts on the ſtite ; 


* To gather the king-cup, the woodbine and roſe, 
To make hera poſey the while; 
Tiis Fanny the lovely who cauſes my ſmart, 
*Tis ſhe does all maidens excel; 
If you aſk her dear name that has conquer'd my 
0. heart, | 
Tis Fanny, ſweet Fanny, the pride of the 
dale. 5 


c Sung by Mr. Jon xSON i MaRITIAN. 


7 ITH truth on her lips ſhe my infancy 
form'd, | | | 
A ſtranger, a ſtranger to falſehood and art, 
She charg'd me to ſpeak tothe maid of my c'1oire 
No inegusge, no language but that of the 
cart, 


Sung F Each 


662) 
' Each tender affection which ſoſtens the mind, 
Her converie, her convei1ie was fom'd to 
impart, 
| She charg'd me to ipeak to the maid of my choice 
nt No lang uage, no language, but that of the 


i ERS - heart. 
i I heard her, obey'd, and when Marian's ſoft 
voice, 
Mild as love, mild as love added: wings to the 
dart; 


Sincere my expreſſion, tho? ardent, I ſpoke 


No language, no language but that of the 
heart. 


————— 
. SONG to DELIA. 


By PETER PIN DAR, EH. 


Orlorn, I ſeek the filent ſcene, 
To keep the image of my fair; 
Pale o'er the fountains brink I lean, 


And view the ſpectre of deſpair, 


Why ſhould my heart forget its woe? 
Thevirgin would have mourn'd for me — 
O nymph, the eternal tear ſhall flow ; 
Ihe ſigh unceaſing breathe of thee, 


Forgetful of his parted maid, 
Too many an unfeeling nig; ; 
Forſakes of ſolitude the ſhade, 


Jt For pleaſure gay and wanton train. 


„ 
Tet, yet of conſtancy they boaſt! 


Their eafy hearts their tongues Lelie cows 
Who loves, reveres the tair one's ghoſt, 


e And ſeeks a pleaſure in a ſigh, 

e 

b. I'LL BE THE SQUIRE'S BRIDE» 
ö 


Sung by Miſs LE AR. 


O ſooner enter'd in my teens, 

A gay unthinking laſs, 

he |. Above all former rural ſcenes 
; I priz'd my looking glals ; 

There vanity my face e diſplay 'd, 
And lifted hi zh my pride; 
[ thought no doubt my form was made 

To be ſome *ſquite's bride. 


Sometimes a ſeif-opinion's right, 
And goes no little way; 

The 'ſquire vie d me with delight, 
And crown'd me queen of Navy. 

I 'fmil'd, I blu\t'd, and hung my head, 
When firſt he oin d my ſide, 

Vet to myſelf I ſoſtly ſaid, 
ain I'll be the ſquire's bride. 


From hence he woo'd me ſoon and late, 
At church and market too ; 
But when he begg'd I'd be his mate, 
What could a virgin do? 
Twas foily ſure to fa y him nay, 
He would not be d -nied, 
Then he fix'd the wedding day, 
And I'm the 'ſquire's bride. 
F 2 


(et,) 


SELIA's COMPLAINT. 


Tune Miss Dream. 


\ TIGHT o'er. the world her curtain hung“ 
The vale was filent, late ſo gay! 
The bird of eve melodious ſung _ 3 
Her antheni at the finiſh'd day; 
When Seljm on a bank reclin'd, 
Beneath a ſpreading willow tree, 
J hus ſpoke the feelings of his mind; 
„Oh, Lucy! ſhed a tear for me.“ 


Yes, had I all that heav'n could give, 
Were my poſleſſions rich and great, 
Then for my Lucy 1 would hve, 
Then at her feet a ſuppliant wait: 
But, ſince hard poverty's my lot, 
No hope remains to wed with thee; 
1 iy beauties ne'er can grace my cot 
*« Oh, Lucy! ſhed a tear for me.“ 


De priv'd of all that life could bleſs, 

The torment life no more I crave; 
The hour that offers happineſs, 

Is that which marks my hapleſs grave: 
Be cach fond wiſh enjoyed of thine, 

May heav'n protect and comfort thee ! 
The turf muſt preſs this head of mine; 

„Oh, Lucy! ſhed a tear for me.“ 

| Ter 


\ 
I 
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The ROSY FAIR. 


Sung by Mr. Ar ROWSMITH, at the Pantheon, 


RISE, my roſy nymph of May, 
And with your Colin early ſtray, 
To taſte the new-morn air, | 
The lark his tuneful notes hath rung, 
To hail you with a bridal ſong ; 
Then rife, my roſy fair. 


Twelve moons are paſs'd this May- day morn, 
Since you beneath the whiteblown thora 
Avow'd to me, 1 1wear, 


That this ſame hour you'd kindly yield; 


By ev'ry flower that deck'd the field 


You vow'd, my roly fair, 


No longer then ſuch bliſs deny, 

But «ith your Colin's tuit comply, 
Thathe may ever wear 

That gentle, kind, and wiſh'd-for chain 

Which is to bind your faithful ſwain, 
My charming roty fair. 

The nymph ſhe haſten'd to her love, 

With joy he led her to the grove, 
More fragrant was the air; 

The ſprightly linnets perch'd each ſpray, 


And warbled forth the dulcet lay 


10 hail the roſy fair. 


When ſoon they joined the rural, train 

In fportive glee they tripp'd the plain 
To Hymen's temple, where 

The golden chains connubial band 


To Colin bound the lilly hand, 


Of his ſweet roſy fair. 
F. 2 
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1 TRAVERS'D JUDAH'S BARREN SAN De 


Sung CES Mrs. BiLLiNGTON. 


Travers'd d Judab's barren ſand, 
At beauties altar to adore ; 
but there the Turk had ſpoil'd the land, 
And Sion's daughters weep no more, 


In Greece the bold imperious mein, | 
The wanton look, the leering eye, 

Bade love“ devotion not beſeen, 
Where conſtancy 1s never nigh. 


From thence to Italy's fair ſhore 
bent my ncver-ceaſing way, 

And to Lorretto's temple bore 
A mind devoted ſtill to pray : 


But there, too, ſuperſtitions hand 
Had ficklv'd ev*ry feature o'er 

And made me ſoon regain. the land 
Where beauty fills the weſtern ſhore. 


Where Hiymen, with celeſtial] power, 
Connubial tranſport doth adorn ; | 
Where pureſt virtue ſports the hour 
That uſliers in each happy morn, 


Ye daughters of old Albion's iſle, 1 
Wphere'er I go, Where'er I ſtrav, £ 
Oh ! charity's tweet children ſmile, | 
To cheer a pilgrim on his way. 
_ OTERNE 


. 
STLARNE af the TOMB: of Marta, 
Sung by Miſs GEORGE. 
HE ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnows, 
While morn unbar d her gate; 
Wak'd by his beams Maria roſe 
To moara her hapleſs fate : 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 
Which echo'd thro?” the vale, 
Soft as the riſing biuſh of morn, 
Or zephyr's tragrant gale. 
All night her ſhrowd before her paſt, 
The owl cry'd and raven too; 
At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 
And prov'd theſe omens true: 
Her ſpirit's now in heav'n repos'd, 
Which here fad vigils kept; 
Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 
V/ hoſe forro vs never ſlept. 
Yet ere I bid my laſt adien, 
While in my clay-cold bed, 
Accept the tear of friendſhip true, 
Which o'er thy grave I ſhed ; 
While life remains, thy hapleſs love 
In mem'ty e er ſhalilive; * 
May'ſt thou in heav n thoſe bleſſings prove,. 
Which earth could never give. 


QO z. 5 
Written and ſung by Mr. Evwin. 


| HE: for buckiſh words, for phraſes we've 


a paihon 


Immenſely great, and little once, were all the 
____Jaſhion; | | 


A 


 Hum'sd 


— ba 
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Hum'd and then humbug'd, Twaddle, tippy, 


POS | ; 
All have had their day—but now muſt yield to 
; QV0z, 


Walk about the town, each time you turn your 


head, Sir, 

Pop ſtaring in your phiz, is Q» U, O, and 
25 Sir, 

Cry'd Madam Dip to deary, its monſtrous 
ſcandaloz, 


To write on pcoples ſhutters that ſhameful, 
naſty, Que 25 


Once it was the Barber, for ev'ry thing that's 
right 5 


The Shaver knock'd the Barber quickly out of 


hight, 
How we've got a new. word, how invented 
'twas, | 
If you aſk, I'll tell „ my anſwer, Sir, is 
Quoz. 


The hobby-horſe of late, we rode about with 
ſpeed, 

For drinking, wenching, gaming, *twas the 
word, indeed ; 


Then Macaroni, Bore, and Rage, never ſure 


the like was, 
Yet all that fort of thing gave way to little 
cunning Q. | 


Tipſy | 


22 


( 69 ) 
Tipſy, dizzy, muzzy, ſucky, grogey, muddled, - 
Boſky, blind as Cloe; mops and brooms, and 
fuddled, | FER 
Florid; torrid, horrid, ſtayboz, hayboz, layboz 
Words with terminations not ſo good as Quoz. - 


But when” Quozzy came, Tippy, Bore, and 
Twaddle, 

Bucks of bluſt' ring fame could not keep their 
ſaddle: 

One attempts to rally —bully'Qv1z it was, 

But by night Sally dubs him little Quoz! 


There's a jack to roaſt your meat, a jack to 
hold your liquor, b 

Jack upon the green to amuſe the vicar ; 

Jacks of various ſorts—!ack's a Quiz becauſe _ 

Jack gives way to Jill, and ſo does Quiz t 
Quoz. 


Some may think it French, ſome may call it 
Latin; | | 
Some give in this meaning, others will give 
| that in: | 
Mean it what it will, or ſenſe or non compos, 
The meaning, I ſhould think—the meaning 
muſt be ——Quoz. 


Suppoſe we fay 'tis drinking —ſuppoſe it means 
a dinner 5 
Suppoſe a Methodiſt - ſuppoſe a wicked ſinner; 
To finiſh my ſuppoſe—ſuppoſe I make a pauſs, 
I've hit it now, 'tis thank ve—and ſo, good peo- 


ple, Quoz, 
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A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung by Miſs Gzo0r GE, in the Enraged Myficio®” 


TE nymphs and ſylvian gods, 


That love green fields and woods, 


When ſpring newly born, 
Herſelf loves to adorn, 


* 


With flowers and blooming buds; 


In cheerful lays, 
Comes ſing in the praiſe, 
Amidit the pleaſant vale ; 
Of thoſe that chooſe 
Their ſleep to loſe, 
And in cold dews, 
With clouted-ihoes, 
Still carry the milking pail, 


When cold bleak winds loud roar, | 


And flowers ſpring no more, 
The fields lately ſgen, 
So pleaſant and green, 
By winter all candicd o'er ; 
O how the town laſs, 
Looks with her white face, 
And her lips of deadly pale; 
But it is not ſo, 
With thoſe that go, 
uro? froſt and ſnow, 
With cheeks that cow, 
To carry the milking pail. 


The 


Co fer) 


The miſs of courtly mould, 
Adorn'd with pearl and gold, 
With waſhes and paint, 
Ber ſkin does ſo taint. 
She's wither'd before ſhe is old 
Whilſt ſhe in commode, 
Puts on a cart load, 
And with cuſhions ſwell her tail, 
What joys are found, 
In ruflet gown, 
Young, plump, and round, 
And f ect and found, 


Along with the milking pail. 


nn — —— 


Tiuoruv. 
Sung by Mrs. Jon na, in the Virgin Uimnaſt d. 


S I was a walking one morning in May, 

A I heard a young damſel to ſigh and to ſay 
My true love has left me, *twas but yeſterday, 
He took his leave of me, and ſo went away 
The very next time that I did him ſee, 

He vow'd to be conſtant, be conſtant to me! 

I aſked him his name, he made this reply, 
it I, I, N, 0, I, H, . 


* 


My father's poſſeſſed of five hundred a year, 
And I am his daughter and only heir, 

Not a farthing of fortune he'll give me, I tear, 
If I marry with , O, U, my dear, 


| Says 
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Bays be, if you'll wed me, pray; tell me yout 
mind, 
_A huſband I'll wake you, both tender and kind, 
And now to the church, my dear, let's repair, 
Ne'er mind your F, A, T, H, E, K. 


„They went to the church, and. were, married 
the yay, a 

And went to the father the very ſame day; 

. Saying, honour'd father, we tell unto thee 

That weare M, A, R, K, I, E, D. 

With that the old codger began for to ſtare, 


- You've married my daughter and only heir; 


But ſince it is ſo, to it 1I comply 
With 5 3 M, O, T. H,. 


ORAN 1s NO MORE, 


| nx by Mrs. KEMBLE, in the Benevolent Planters, 


N vain to me the hours of care, 
b When every daily to! is o'er ; 
I my ſad heart no hopes I find, 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 


Nor ſunny Africa could pleaſe, 
Nor friends upon my native ſhore ; 
To me the dreary world's a cave, 
For Oran is, alas! no more. 


In bow'rs of. bliſs, beyond the moon, 
The white man ſays his ſorrows o er.; 

And comforts me with ſoothing hope, 
Tho' Oran is, alas! no more. 


O come then, meſſenger of death, 


Convey me to the ſtarry ſhore ; 
Where I may meet with my true love, 
And never part with Oran more. 


7 (399-3 


* 


Hig 97 Mr. Reeve, in the Character of Pero, in 
the Touchſtone, 


HAVE no deſire, 
To become a high flyer, 
Nor am] ſo proud, 
To think I inherit, 
duch wonderful merit, 
To ſhine thro? a cloud. 
No rudder to veer by, 
_— No compaſs toſteer by, 
E With no liquor or meat, 
To drink or to eat, 
1 ſurely ſhall die as aloft I am carried, 
Tbeu where ſhall I find out the ground to get 
buried. 1 . 
By failing, trailing, 
Swimming, —{kimming, 


1 1 ſhall get finely lump'd about, 

Kick'd, cuff d and thumpt about, 

| Whack 

FUL I rumble down,—tumble donn, 
; Smack. 

Since the day of my birth, 
I ne*cr left mother Earth, 

And now if we pait, \ 
She ſo well loves her baby, | 
As certain as may be, 

"Twill break her poor heart, 
Latitude mind we none, 

? _ Longitude find we none; 
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And, except *tis the poles, 
There's no danger.oct thoals, 
Yet, good lack a day, he way itill have worſe 


luck, 


And ſtrike on ſome planet, fo get planet-ſtruck, 


By iailtng, &. 


Sung by Miſs ROMANZZ INT, in the Thand of 
St. Marguerite, 


H ERE ſtood poor Jonas at the window, 
All in tearz—crying—ſighing—Oh, 


Says I, who's that below ? 


What do you want, good fiſherman ? 
Dear Mrs. Nannette, indeed it is no fin, 
Open the window, love, and let poor Jonas in. 
No, maſter Jonas—no - 
No, maſter | 0nas—n0 —— 
No, fiſherman. 
Well, quoth jonas, then I vow, 
Marching off in a huff, with a, pouting Oh, 
Then 'tis time to make my bow 
The ſooner the better, good fiſlietman. 


. 


Vet, Mrs. Nannette, one word ere you leave 
me; 
Won' t you ſtop—well, to-morrow 1 hope you'll 
receive me 
No, maſter Jonas - no 
No, maſter onas—- no 
No, fiſherman, 


FT F 


Sing by Mr. Kur (by the Man in the Iron 
| Mak) 114 the fame, 
ROM dreary dreams, I wake to woe, 
And all around, 


Where'er I tarn my anguifh'd ear, 
Where'er mine anguiſh” d eye-balls roll, 


In all their varied ſhapes of fear, | 


The viſion'd. horrors haunt my ſoul, 


But ab, methought acroſs the gloom, 
A lovely ray 


Of high t angelic ſeem'd 1 


© Le 


to p! ay - 
”T was Car'line's form that ble {Pd my ſight, 
And bade a cheering beam of hope, 


A cheering beam of hope my darting breaſt 
illuminate, 


Oh, wretched, wretched doom! N. 
Is this my regal chair ? 

This Jungeon all the wide domain, 
Ger which! hop' d one day to reign ! s 


Yer hope, ſweet hope, the wretch's friend 
- Delighrs to cheer the priſon gloom, 


And d here, e'en here, forbids ele 


Sung by Mr. BANNISsTEA, jun. u the Character 


of Jonas, in the fame. VU 


H dear, no hopes for Tonas, | þ 


Alas! thou 6 gh'ſt in vain, poor ſonas, , 
Nannette's hard heart doth Jonas hate; | 
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Ah, thank thyſelf for thy fate, 
Ah, curſe on thy logger pate: 
Was ever ſuch a wretched dangler, 
Thou need'ſt the patience of an angler ; 
With rod and line to wait and wait, 
Ah, Nannette will never be thy mate, 
No, ſlic's too cunning to bite at thy bait, 


I've learn'd to ſpear or tickle a trout, 
But alas! in love I'm but a lout ; 
An oyſter croſs'd in love may be, 
Ah, *®tis all in vain, I ſee, 
Ah, Nannette is not for me. 
Cou'd J but catch her in my net, 
I'd teach the haughty Miſs Nannette, 
No more to call me, thou booby, 
Ah, Jonas, Jonas, ſhe laughs at thee, 
*Cauſe Jonas can't ſay his A, B, C. 


The following SoNGs are ſung in the Haunted 
Tower. 


AIR—Signora STOR ACE. 


Hither, my love, ah! whither art thou 
one ! 
Let not thy abſence cloud this happy dawn. 
Say—by thy heart, can falſehood e'er be known 
Ah ? no, no ; Ijudge it by my own, 
The heart he gave with ſo much care, 
Which treaſur'd in my breaſt | wear, 
Still for its maſter beats alone, | 


I'm ſure the ſelfiſh thing's his on. 
AIR. 
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- AIR—Mr. Ktiry. 
ROM hope's fond dream tho * reaſon wake, 


In vain ſhe points with warning hand; 
I dread advice I cannot take, 
Love's po «erfil ipells my ſteps command. 
The bird thus facination binds, 
When darting from the ſerpent's eyes, 
The fatal charm too late he finds, 
He iirggles, and admiring dies. 


A 1 R.—Mit Ro AN ZZ INI. 


YT Ature, to women ſtill ſo kind, 
N Among her beſt boons beſtowing; 
What every female ſure mult find, 
A wondrous defire to be knowing. 
Man, the proud and envious elf, 
So jealous of our diſcerning; 
Deſcries in as, what he prides | in himſelf, 
The wiſh, for whatever's worth learning. 


— 


DET. — Signora Storace and Mr. Banniſter.. 


Alela. Wiz great lords and ladies, 
Dreſt up on gay da s, 
Come to viſit you and If 


5 FG 8 3 | | Ed. 
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Eda. | 
Adela. 
Edu. 


Alela. 
Ed. 
Adela. 
Edav. 


Beth. 


A.lela. 


Ealau. 


Adela. 


Eu. 
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All ſmiling, bowing, 
Great friendſhip vowing, 


While we hold our heads ſo high. 


But ſhould the fine gentry ſmoke us, 


Lud ! how they'll joke us ! 
How they*ll laugh at ſillyme. 


Pſhaw, we ſhall be ever 
Reckon'd vaſtly clever, 
While our pocket's full, d'ye ſee. 
Then every day, 
New joy fhall bring; 
And ever gay. 
We'll dance and fing, 


Fall lall de rall, 
How merry ſhall we be. 


+ 


Of great fortune vaunting, 
Low people taunting, 
Dignity we mult ſupport. 


'Mong high | barons bouncing, 
Fine ladies flouncing, us 
We may chance to go to court. 


Well, fegs, I care not, 
Court tho? we ſhare not, 
If at home we happy be. 


Soon I may be bold 
To hope that I ſhall hold 
A little baron on my knee. 


AIR, 


(79 9) 
Adela. Then every day 
Ew. New joy flialt bring. 
Adela. And ever gay 
Edw. We'll dance and ſing. 


Both. Fall lall de rall, 
How merry ve ſhall be. 


A HUNTING SONO. 
Sung hy Mr. D1iGNU Mm. 


ARK! the ſweet horn proclaims afar, 
H Againſt the ftag the mimic war ; 
While future heroes hearts rebound, 
And pant to hear the trumpet ſound. 
The warlike genius of our iſle, 
Who on the hunter deigns to ſmile, 
In echos gives the chace applauſe, | 
Which ſtrings the nerve for glories cauſe-:: 
Where'er the devious chace may bend, 
Still freedom ſhall our ſteps attend: 
And bids us, as her pleaſure riſe, 
Defend the bleſſings which we prize. 


_—_— 


- AIR.—Mr. Banniſter, jun. * 
.J OW all in preparation 
N For the nuptual celebration, 
Each maiden on the occaſion, 
Feels her heart in palpitation; 


* 1 Nos 
1 ny h . d 
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_ Nowa bluſh, and now a ſigh, 
- Trembling too, ſhe knows not why, 
While every lad with expectation, 
Finds his heart beat high, 
Wir! tilters fencing, wreſtlers boaſting. 
Bontires blazing, oxen roaſting ; 


While ſword: and ſhields are claſhing, 
Archers 21ming, cudgels thraſhing, 
The ale to none denying ; 

Flag gone cor and wide fu; pplying. 
And all the vailals flock around, 
MWbat pleaſures no abound ! 
Now all in preparation, 

For the nuptual celebration, &c. 


A'CATCH. 


. -_ 
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S now we're niet, 
A jolly ſet, 
A 4 for ſack or ſherry ; 
Our ie we'll drink, 
And our cans we'll clink; 
And we'll be wondrous merry. 
Merry, my hearts—merry, my boys, 
We'll ſing with a hey down derry, 
The baron himſelf knows no ſuch joys, 
We are fo wond'rous merry. 
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By Mr. Williames, Mr. Suett, a2 Mr. Dignum 


85 AIR. 


— 


f 


* 


WI I SI r 


ES: ea SA 


5 
AI R—Mr. Sznew1ck. 


A native land I bade adieu, 
And calmly friendſhip's joys refign'd ;: 

But ah! how keen my ſorrows grew, | 

When my love I left behind. 
Yet ſhould her truth feel no decay, 

Should abſence prove my charmer kind, 
Then ſhall I not lament the day, 

When my love I left behind, 


* 
— 


AIR. — Signora STORACT. 


E mine, tender paſſion, ſoother of care, 
Life's choiceſt bleſſing ihieJ}d from deſpairg 
Do not deceive me, ah, never leave me, 
Still may my boſom thy power declare. 
. In vain thy influence fools may revile, 
Conſtancy ever gains thy ſmile. 
And of their deſtiny can thoſe complain; 
Whoſe falſehood dares the laws profane? 
Reſolv'd, I brav'd all. danger, to every fear @- 
ſtranger : 

Thy ſweet rewards, O love, to gain. 
Then let me combat not in vain ; 
But in my triumph ſhare 8 
Thy ſmiles, for which Ibravely dare. ** 


A I R. — BV Mr. SEDGEwICK.- ve 


AERE'FR true valour can its power 
* diſplay: 
There oy pity, anxious ſtill to bleſs, 
With jealous honour holds divided ſway, 
And from avenging anger ſhields diſtreſs. 
A Ne'ee: - 
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Nr'er ſhall the ſword of honour dare invade 


The ſpe'i-hound pot, u here pity drops 2 
tear ; 


For where mizfortune caſts her ſacred ſhade, 
There deepe injury muſt diſappear. 


AIR. Mrs. CRovcu. 
EAD parent of deſpair, 


"T hon tyrant of my mind, 
Who ling? ring ſeem'ſt to ſpare, 
To point the worſt behind. 
At once complete my woe, 
Diiplay thy il's'in ſtore, 
Ah! quickly ſtrike the blow ! 
: Tis all that I implore. 


* 


— 


-— 


AIR. —Sgnora STORACE.. 


OVE from the heart all its danger conceal- 


ing, 

Reaſon, they ſay, the fond ſpell can remove; 
But bliſs kindly ſtealins, | 

Still the deluſion ſo ſweet may I prove: - 
For ſliould you b tray me, your faitchood per- 

ceiving, 

Too well do T love you, the peril to ſhun : 

So if you muſt cheat me, ſi! further deceiving 


Oh! blinded hy hope, to the laſt leads me 


Oils 


AIR 


24 
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A1 R.—MjGRomaxziyi. "4 


ROM high birth, and all its fette: 
Muy kind ſtars mv lot remove: 

I hall envy. not my betters, 

Give me but the * outh L love, 
Love) s the riches of the poor, 
A prize that wealth can ne'er procure ; 
My rich miſtrets fain would be 
Juſt as. poor as Cicely. 

From high birth, &c. 


— 
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7 CHING CHIT QUAW, 
A favourite Chineſe Song, 


Sing in the Pantomine of the Mandarine, a! Salle: *; 
E W* Hs. 


The Words by Mr. LoxsDaAL x, 
Fit Chinueſe Girl, 


ING chew nang, po ning ning 
kang, hay ning. 

24 Girl, Chew nang, po ning, ning kang har, 

Ching, chick a ching, chick a ching, 

ching chit quaw, ching. 

Chick a ching, a chick a ching, A 

ching chit quaw ; 


Clown, You ſing ſowell, I ſhould like to play 
With your. chick a ching, a chick a 

ching, ching chit 5: 54h 

With your chick a chipg, a chick a 

ching, ching chit NG, 


. 1// Girl 


: 
R 


2 Ciel. 


7/4 Girl, 


louuu. 


17 Girl. 


2d Girl. 


(Clown, + 


.24 Gil, 


ft Girl, 


. Clown. 


— —8 A 


(0 84 ) : 
Shu ſhang king, quang ho, 'ho'ſhung 
Shu ſhang king, quang ho, «ko ſhung 


tong, 
Ching, "chick a ching, a chick, a 
chick, ching chit qua; 
Ching, chick a ching, a chick a ching, 
a ching chit quaw. | 
I'll kits them both before 'tis long, 
With their chick a ching, chick a 
ching, ching chit quaw. 


Ming chew hang, tew ming, ming 
ang Ki, 

Ming chew hang, tew ming, ming 
tang ki. 

Ching, chick a ching, chick a ching, 


ching ching chit quaw ; : 


Ching, chick a ching, a chick a ching 


a ching chit quaw. 


Oh! if that'sthe caſe I'm off, goodbye ; 


To your chick a ching, chick a ching, 
ching chit quaw. 


Whang fong, ſham ſhung, quang 
whang, ping fu, 

Whang ong, ſham ſhung, quang 
whang ping fu. 

Ching, chick a ching, chick a ching 
ching chit quaw, 

Ching, chick a ching, achick a ching 
ching chit quaw. 

The devil wou'dn't have ſuch wives as 
you, 

With your ching a ching, chink a 
e ching chit quaw. 


W 
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Sung 3y Mr. DATE, in Don Juan, at: the 
i Theatre Royal, Covent Garden. 


WIEN our pockets were light, and our 


hearts were grown heavy, 
A chance that has happened to failors before, 
Welefthills and valleys, and hedge-rows grown 


leafy, 
Our ices and our ſweethearts, and ſtood from 
the ſhore 
The breezes of ſummer unfurl'd our gay pen - 
nant, 
6 The billows were calm, and the ſky was 
- ſerene ; 
we were chac'd and brought too, tho' no fos 
our afſlailant, 
» We were boarded, but 'twas by our King 


and our Queen. 


The Magnificent, ſtill more magnificent 
a | growing, 


"NB Her colouis were hoiſted, her guns were all 
4 fir*d!. 

We gave them three cheers, while our boſoms 
2 were glowing, 


For a King ſobelov'd, and a Queen ſo ad- 
g mird. 
Their daughters (God bleſs em) ſat under the 
18 awning, 
Where we tars gaz'd on charms we before had 
1g ne'er ſeen : | 
Which diffus'd a bright luſre enticing the 
as morning. 
And we pray'd, and we drank with our King 
a And our Queen. 


: 3 Old 


— 


860 

Old Neptune peep'd up, and enquir d of 2 
triton, 6 

Who thus dar'd to n the face of the 
brine ? 


When the brave gallant Farmer reply'd he's a 
| E riton, 
And; I was his ſubject before, I was thine. 
If 'tis Charlotte and George, cry'd the god, 
ne'er reprove.'em, 
Nor here in my realm let dull cares intervene; 
Their deſerts none-can doubt, while their ſub⸗ 
jects all love 'em, 
And their toaſt is, long life to their King and 
their Queen. 


TRIUMPH of VENUS. 


Sung oy Mr. Diexun, at the New Beef Steak 
Club. : 


HO* Bacchus may boaſt of his care killing 
bowl, 
And Folly in thought. drowning cevelsJelight, 
Such worſhip, alas ! hath no charms for "the 
ſoul 
When ſofter devotions the ſenſes 3 invite. 


Tbe arrow of Fate, or the canker of Care, 
tis potions 6blivious a balm may beſtow ; 
But to fancy, that feeds on the charms of the 

fair, 
The death of reflect ion's the birth of all woe. 
What 


1C 


dat 


N 


What ſoul that's poſſets'd of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion begone; 
For the tear that bedew'd Senfibility's throne, 


Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchus's 
tun, 


The tender exceſs that enamours the heart, 
To few is imported; to millions deny'd : 
*Tis the brain of the victim that tempers the 
dart, | 
And fools jeſt at that for which ſages have 
dvy'd. 


Each change and exceſs hath thro' life been my 
doom, 
And well can I (peak of its joys and its ſtrife : 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro' the gleam, 


nol the true ſunſhine that gladens our 
ite, 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my 
froht - | ; 
ſight 


The magic illuſions that raviſſi my ſoul; 


Awake in my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 


And drop from thy myrtle one leaf in my 
bowl. 


Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e'er joliy God, from thy banquet remove; 
Biit each tube of my heart ever thirſt tor the 
| wine 
That's mellow'd by friendſhip and ſweeten'd 
by love. 
H 2 
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The PUG ii rs, of BAN EUREX WAK. 


Tune--Warwick/here La v. 


BE ſohnſonian method of dani 
To ſee has been highly delighting, 


And thole of good pounds w ho had hundreds, 


at ſtake, 
Went fondly from London to Banbury Wake, 
Banbury Wake, 
Pounds at. ſtake, 
And ſport in abundance at Banbury Wake. 


The ruſtics by hundreds came flocking, 
Like 200d fellows met at a cocking 3 
And ſourctt of coliters were much in the dumps 
When jonnſon began with his Banbury thumps; 
Banbury thumps, 
Dreadful dumps, 
when Johnſon began with his Banbury thumps. 


Had chancethrown me there for inſpection- 
I ſhould not have had an objection, 
A Banbury cake in m ft to encloſe. 


But let me have none of your Banbury blows, 
Banbury blows, 
Eyes to cloſe, 

M ore pat nothing can be than Banbury blows, 


I never wiſh any anoyance 

From thoſe who make boxing a ſcience ; 
Their trade to encourage let Pugiliſts ficht, 
On the ſubject I wiſh nothing more than te 


write, 
War- 


6389 


Warwickſhire write, b 
Vorkſhire fight, 4 
Keep each to his province and all may be right · ; i 


Mendoza attended, they tell us, 
Ward, lumphreys, and other ſtout fellows, 


The Seconds ſkipt round their expertneſs to j 

| ſhew, | | | q 
And the two Bottle-holders had ſomething to do, | 
Something to do, £4 


Gute to new, 
And the two Boctle-heershad ſomething tu do. 


Will Shaket{pear was famous for writing, 
Aud ſohnſon gains honou! by tighting, 
The one is poſſeting momentary jov, 
But never the {ame of tie ther can die, 
Never can die, 
Fix'd fo high, 
That never the fame of the other can die. 


The WinTER's NIGHT. [ 


OW in-door ruftics *mong themſelves 
Converſe of charms and fairy elves 
Of Witch, wilo magic miſchief reaks [5 

Or nightly ghoſt, v ho juſtice ſeeks. 


Jn brittle chains the ſtreams are bound, 
With new-fall'n fnow the hills are erown'd ; 
The trees, where full-plim'd warblers fung. 
Are now will icy fringes hung. "EF 
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The azure firmament quite: clear, 

The fairer moon and ſtars appear, 

Till darkſome clouds the lights o'ercaſt, 
While bleak tlie north wind riſes faſt. 


The needy traveller on the road, 

Now joys to find his night's abode, 
Whereto he makes thro” drifted ſnows, 
For ſhelter, warmth, and wiſh'd repoſe, 


lit. 
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WaANnGo, 
From the New South Welſh. 


H me! my Wango flies me in the wood, 
My Wango, taller than the cabbage tree; 

He fmiles more, but frowns in rueful mood. 
E'er fince the White Man caſt his eyes on me: 


Five hours for him upon one leg I've ſtood !“ 
With fiſhy oil henointed to the knee; 
And can he think that e'er the ſtranger rude, 
With mooney face fhould have more charms 
than he ? 


No! let the White Man's lady pleaſe his mind, 
Who, like himſelf the wooly coverings wear; 
Did not I hurl his playthings to the wind, 
Left in my hut to {tick upon my hair? 
Asal my Wango now appears in view, 
I'ilj;ump to meet him, like a Kanguroo. 


The long fanding of the natives upon one leg, was 


never b fore diſcovered to be an inftaicce of affection, 
+ An exprefiion of ſurpilze. 
1 An animal. 


f 


p 
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A New Song in Low Life. 


EDUCATION 
Lick -boy once, Dick Hellfinch ſtood the 


rin a 
At Charkng Croſs he long his toil apply'd ; 
* Here light, here light your honours, for a 
win, 6 
To every cull and drab he loudly cry'd. 
In Leic'ſter Fields, as moſt the ftory know, 
& Come black your worſhip tor a ſingle mag, c 
And while he ſhin'd, his Nelly fack'd the 
bag, da 
And thus they ſometimes ſtagg*da precious go. 
In Smithfield too, where grazier flats reſort, 
He loiter'd there to take in men of caſh. F 
With cards and dice was upto every {port, 
And at Salt Petre Bank would cut a daſh ; 
At ev'ry knowing rig, in ev'rv gang, 


Dick Hellanch was the pink of ail the lang. g 


* 


PROGRESS. 


As Nell ſat on Newgate ſteps and ſcratched her 


ole. 


Her eves ſuffus'd with tears, and bung'd with: 


gin; 
The ſeffions ſentence w rang her to the ſoul, 


Nor could ſhe lounge the gag toſhule a win. 


The e bench had tipp'd her buzer queer 
| For 


a Expoſed. | 6 Penny. e Horny, 4 Emptied the 
pocket. c Got booty. , Gameſters. g Blactegusr 1.8 


a Hold her hand bo, beg» i Found guil y at the Cie. 
ler, | 
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For dick had heat the hoof upon the pad, 
Of Field, or Chick Lane, was the boldeſt lad, 
That ever mill'd tue cly, 4 or roll'd the leer. 
With Nell he kept a lock, / to fence n and 
tz, x ; 
And while his flaming mot was on the lay, o 


With rolling kiddir: 
buz, 
And cracking Ions 4 concluded ev'ry day: 
But fortune tickle, ever on the wheel, 
Turn'd up a rubber for theſe ſmarts to feel. 


Trivmren,' 


Dick would dive p and 


Both'ring the flats, aflembled round the quod, 


The queerum s queerly imæar d with dirty 
lack; | 
The doleman # ſounding, while the ſheriffs nod, 
Prepare the {aiticher, » to dead hook x the 
whack, v 
While in a rattier z fit two blowings a flaſh. 
Salt tears faſt ſtreaming from each bungy eye; 
To mail the ticker, or to mill the cly, c 
Thro' thick and thin their buy buzzers ſplaſh. 
The. mots | ment for Tyburn's merry roam, 
That bubbl'd prigs 4 muſt at the new drop 
fall, e 
And from the ſtart F the ene gare cropt þ at 
home; 
All in the ſherifis picture W they call. 
Fxalted high, Dick parted with his flame, 
And all his comrades ſwore that he dy'd game. 
þ Pardkerchief, 7 Houſe, m Hide. = Gamble. 6 Look» 
pit. þ Pick poclrets, 9 H. uebreaking. T Mob. Platform. 


f Newrare hell. uv Hargman. x Heng. y The numder of 
«cmvids. z A c ach. a "Whores; s Watch, ce Handker- 


chief. 4 Conv'Es under f.ntence. e Pla ſorm. F New-termn 


_ for Newgate. g Thieves, & ens, 
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Tirroduced in the Performance of the Agreeable 
Surprize, at Loxb SANDWICH's Theatres 


Blooming flow'r my Chloe choſe, 
Her lovely breaſt to deck, 
eſs fragrant than her breath the roſe, . 
Leſs beauteous than her cheek, - 


A bee, attracted by the flow'r, 
The honey flew to fip ; 
He left the charmer of an hour, 
And perch'd ca Chloe's lip, - 


Too ſoon my fair-one felt the ſmart, 
She ſtruck the ſpoiler down ; 
+ Whilſt gentle pity rul'd her heart, 
Rage taught her brow to frown. - 


„ Have mercy, lovely maid,” ſaid 1 
The trembling thief forgive! 
& Tfall who thee adore muſt die, 
© O think how few would live! 


wt 


6 GLEE. 
XZ HEN Arthur firſt in court began 
Too wear long hanging ſleeves, 
He entertained three ſerving men, 


And all of them were thieves. - 
The 


C 94 ) 


The firſt he was an Iriſhman | T 
The next he as a Scot, 
The third he was a Welſhman, - 11 


And all were knaves I wot, 
The Iriſhman lov'd Uſquebaugh, 


The Scot lov'd ale, call'd blue-cap ; . 'T 
The Welſhman he lov'd toaſted cheeſe, | 
And made his mouth like a mouſe trap. | P | 


Uſquebaugh burnt the Iriſhman, 
The Scot was drown'd in ale; 
'The Welſhman had like to have been choak'd* * 
with a mouſe, 


But he pull'd him ont by the tail. 


SE _ tle 
PatTy CLover.' pr] 2 
5 | NL = 
Jung by Mr.-BLANCHARD, L He 
HEN litt'e on the village green. Dr 
We've play a, I ITarz.A to love her ; At 

She ſeem'd to me fome fairy queen, 

Solight tripp'd Patty Clover. | An 
11 Patty Clover, Patty Clover, Patty- Clover, 2 
1 So light tripp'd Patty Clover. Tt 
With ev'ry ſimple childiſh art, Hu 
I try'd each day to move her; No 


The cherry pluck'd, the bleeding heart, 
| T a give to Patty Clover, 
To give tolittle Patry Clover, 14 
© 


9 


4 


Möse thou how long my love ſhall ſtay 
” th 


't9gs) - 
The faireſt flowers to deck her breaft, 


I choſe, an infant lover; 


I ſtole the goldfinch from its neſt, ** i 
To ſing to go opt 4 
o ſing to Patty Clover, &c» 1 


Tho? ſtout, I'll ſure be conſtant ſtill, 


Nor ever be a rover ; 


If means encreaſe, and coffers fill, 4 


Tis all for Patty Clover. 
Lis all for Patty, little Patty Clover, &c. 


A FAVOURITE NEW 8$ONG. 


By R. B. SHERIDAN, 22 


When all that's new 1s pait ; | 
How long, —ah Delia! can t ta 1 | 
How long my life fhail laſt, | N 


Dry be thai tear be huſh'd that ſigh, 
At leaſt 111 love thee. till 1 die. 


And does that thought affect thee too, 3 
The thought of Damon's death; | 
That he who only lives for you, 
Muſt yield his faithful breath: 


— 


Huſh d be that figh, be dry that tear, wt 
Nor let us loſe our heaven here, | : 


DELIA 
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DI TIA e Dawan, in Auer. 


Hink'ſt thou, my Damon, I'd forego, 
This tender luxury of wae, 
AY bich⸗ better than the tongue, imparts 
be feelin s of impaſſion'd hearts; 
HBleſt, if my ſighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves, that wait to love. 


Can true affection ceaſe to fear, 
Poor is the joy, not worth a tear; 

Did paſſion ever know content, N 
How weak the raptuie words can paint: 4 
Then let my ſighs and tears but prove 
The winds and waves that waft to love. 


"The Cyprian bird, with plaintive moan, A 
Thus makes her faithful paſſion knen. 
So Zeph'rus breaths on Flora's bowers 
And charms with ſighs the Queen of . 
Then let my ſighs and tears but move 
The winds and waves that waft tolove, 


. 
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